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PREFACE, 

BY THE EDITOR. 



The poem of the ** Lost Spirit'* is accom- 
panied, in the original puhlication^ under the 
author's immediate superintendance, with ano- 
ther, entiUed " Roland, a Tale." The latter 
was at first intended as a tract in yerse, for 
distribution among the private soldiers in India. 
This design however was abandoned, while the 
poem remains, in which the general claims of 
religion are advocated, and vice is pointedly 
denounced. In omitting to bring forward this 
minor production to the notice of the British 
Public, the editor has consulted, as he believes, 
not his own taste only, but the excellent 
writer's reputation. It is not every production, 
even of an eminent author, though it may be in- 
terspersed with brilliant coruscations of genius, 
that merits preservation, or at least that ought 
to be introduced as the chosen means of pro- 
A 2 
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IV PREFACE. 

motiog hb immature^ yet adyancing fame; and 
when, as in the present instance, the distance 
between the writer and the publisher is such as 
to preclude consultation, the latter fbels it im- 
portant, and indeed imperative, to be guided by 
the judgment of his literary friends. This may 
Pierre as an apology, both to the author and the 
public, for the absence of '^ Roland/' 

It is with more satisfaction, and in fact, with 
entire confidence, that the present poem is re- 
published from the Calcutta copy. If we are 
not greatly mistaken, it will obtain for Mr. Law- 
son a yery eminent degree of celebrity ; in many 
passages it is not unworthy of comparison with 
some of the best compositions of our country ; 
and throughout will repay a careful and repeated 
perusal. We should not perhaps yery strenu- 
ously contend for the merits of the plan ; and 
in truth could haye wished that a similar train of 
reflection and se9timent had been deduced from 
some other source, than from the captiyity and 
staryation of Count IJgolino ; but the executimk 
of the poem is unquestionably of the first order : 
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PRBPACB. V 

it exposes error in a striking manner, and in- 
culclttes in forcible language, religious truth. 
It must surely afibrd great pleasure to every 
well-principled mind, to witness another instance 
in which piety and poetry are happily asso- 
ciated ; and if the poem be read, which we 
trust it will be extensiyely, it will do much 
good. 

It is now time for the author to speak for 
himself, which he does in the following manner. 

''THE LOST SPIRIX was written in 
the months of August and December, 1821, in- 
clusiye. The character intended to be pour* 
trayed in this poem, presents a combination of 
feelings and principles, which are brought to 
view in a prominent light for the purpose of 
serious reprehension. The errors exposed are 
— a contemptuous disregard of divine revelation 
— a restless discontent with the conduct of 
Divine Providence — a vague and unhallowed 
love of nature — and a brooding misanthropic 
hatred of the world. The Writer had for some 
A 3 
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VI / PREfACB. 

time wished to express his feeitngs on the tihove 
topio8» in strong language. A friend hap- 
pening to lead him for perusal the work me««* 
tioned on the next leaf, he was struck with the 
melancholy account of UgoUno, and adopted 
it immediately^ as affording ample scope for the 
inspirations of religious poetry. He has taken 
just so much of the tragedy as suited his plan, 
and added at pleasure what he deemed essential 
to the development of sentiment and passion ; 
therefore it will be scarcely Necessary to ap- 
prize the reader, that he has paid no attention 
to historic reality, in the narrative parts of the 
piece, nor has he attempted to be scrupulously 
exact in his delineations of Italian scenery." 

The ground work of this poem was furnished 
by the following narrative in the *' Theory of 
Painting/' one of the works of Jonathan 
Richardson, dated 1773. 

<* I beliere tt will not be unacceptable to my readers, 
if I illustrate what I have been saying by examples, 
and the rather because they are yery curious, and very 
little known.-^Villani, in his Florentine History, bli. 
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vu. can. XSPt ]L27, a»yB» that aoiw 1288, there ^ere great 
diTislona in the ,city of Pisa upon account of the so- 
Yetelgnty ; one of the parties was headed by the Judge 
Nkio di Oalluca de 'ViscoBti ; the chief of another 
party was Count Ugolino de 'Gherardescbi ; and the 
Archbishop Raggieri, of the family of the Ulbandini, 
was at the head of the third party, in which were also 
the Lanfranchi, the Sigisqiondi, the Gualandi, and 
others ; the first two of these parties were Guelfs, the 
other Ghibellines (factions that at that time, and for 
many years before, and after, made dismal liavock in 
Italy O^CovDt Ugolino, to get the power into his own 
hands, caballed secretly with the Archbishop to ruin 
the Judge, who noTer suspected it, he being a Ouelf 
as the Count was, and moreover, his near relation; 
howeyer the thing was effected; the Judgf and his 
followers were driyen out of Pisa, and thereupon went 
to the Florentines, and stirred them up to make war 
upon the Pisans : these in the mean time submitted 
themselves to the Count, who thus became Lord of Pisa. 
But the number of the Ouelfs being diaiinished by the 
departure of the Judge and his followers, and that 
faction growing weaker and weaker^ the Archbishop 
laid hold of the opportunity, and betrayed him in his 
turn ; he put it into the heads of the populace, that the 
Count intended to give up their castles to their enemies, 
the Florentines, and Luccheses : this was easily swal- 
lowed; the mob suddenly rose, and ran with great 
fiary to the palace, which they soon gained with little 
loss of blood ; their new soyereign they «lapt up in a 
prison, together with his two sons, and two grandsons ; 
and drore all the rest of liis family, and followers, 
and in general all the Guelfsoutof the city. A few 
months after this, the Pisans being deeply engaged in 
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the intestine war of the Gaelfs and Ghibellines, and 
having chofen Gonnt Guide de Monttfeltro for their 
general, the Pope excommunicated them, and him, and 
all his ftunily; this incensed them tlie more against 
Count Ugolino, so that having seen the gates of the 
prison well secured, they flung the keys into the river 
Amo, to the end that none might relieve him and his 
children vnth food ; who therefore in a few days pe- 
rished by famine. This farther circumstance of cruelty 
was exercised on the Count ; he was denied either priest 
or monk, to confess hi)(n, though he begged it of his 
enemies with bitter cries. 

The poet carries this story farther than the historian 
could, by relating what passed in the prison. This is 
Dante, who was a young man when this happened, and 
was ruined by the commotions of these times. He was 
a Florentine, which city after having been long divided 
by the Guelf and Ghibelline faction, at last became en- 
tirely Ouelf ; but this party then split into two others, 
under the names of the Blanche and the Neri, the latter 
of which prevailing, plundered, and banished Dante; 
not because he was of the contrary party, but for being 
neuter, and a friend to his country. 

When virtue fails, and party-heats endure. 
The post of honour is the least secure. 

This great man (in the thirty -third canto of the first 
part of his Comedia) in his passage through hell, intro- 
duces Count Ugolino, gnawing the head of his treach- 
erous and cruel enemy the Archbishop, and telling his 
own sad story. At the appearance of Dante 

La bocca soIleu6 dal fiero pasto 
Quel pcccator, &c. 
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He ftem the horrid food his moiilh withdrew, 
And wiping, with the olotted oflbl heir 
Hifl shuddering lips, raising liis head thns speke : 

You will compel me to renew my grief 
Which ere I speak oppresses my sad heart ; 
Bat if I infamy accumulate 
On him whose head I gnaw, 1*11 not forbear 
To speak, tho' tears flow faster than my words. 

I know not who yon are, nor by what power. 
Whether of saints or devils yon hither came. 
But by your speech you seem a Florentine : 
Know then that I Count Ugolino am, 
Archlnshop Rnggieri this, which known 
That I by him betray'd was put to death 
Is needless to relate, you must have heard ; 
Bu{ what must be. unknown to mortal men. 
The cruel circumstances of my death, 
These I will tell, which dreadful secret known 
You will conceire how just is my revenge. 

The ancient tower in which I was oonfin'd, 
And which is now the tower of famine call'd, 
Had in her sides some symptoms of decay ; 
Through these I saw the first approach of morn. 
After a restless night ? the first I slept 
A prisoner in its walls ; unquiet dreams 
Oppressed my labouring brain. I saw this man 
Hunting a wolf, and her four little whelps 
Upon that ridge of mountains which divides 
This Pisan lands from those which Lucca claims ; 
With meagre hungry dogs the chase was made, 
Nor long continued, quick they seiz'd the prey, 
And tore their bowels with remorseless teeth. 
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Soon ai my broken glumbers fied, I heard 
My tons (who also were confined with me) 
Cry in their troubled sleep, and ask for bread : 

you are cmel if you do not weep 
Thinking on that, which now you well perceire 

My heart divin'd ; if this provoke not tears, 
At what are you accustomed to weep ? 

The hour was come, when food should have been 
brought, 
Instead of that, O God ! I heard the noise 
Of creaking locks, and bolts, with double force 
Securing our destruction. I beheld 
The faces of my sons with troubled eyes ; 

1 looked on them, but uttered not a word : 
Nor could I weep ; they wept ; Anselmo said, 
(My little dear Anselmo !) what's the matter, - 
Father, why look you so ? I wept not yet. 

Nor spake a word that day, nor following night. 

But when the light of the succeeding morn 
Faintly appeared, and I beheld my own 
In the four faces of my wretched sons 
I in my clinched fists fastens d my teeth : 
They judging 'twas for hunger, rose at once, — 
You, Sir, have given us being, you have cloth'd 
Us with this miserable flesh, 'tis yours. 
Sustain yourself with it, the grief to us 
Is less to die, than thus to see your woes. 
Thus spake my boys : I like a statue then 
Was silent, still, and not to add to theirs 
Doubled the weight of my own miseries ! 

This, and the following day in silence passM. 
Why, cruel earth, didst thou not open then ! 
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The fourth came on ; my Oaddo at my feet 

Ciyd, father, help me ! said no more, but died. 

Another day two other sons expir'd : 

The next left me alone in woe ; their griefs 

Were ended. BlindneM now had seised my eyes, 

Bat no relief affbrded ; I saw not 

My SOBS, but groped about with feeble hands 

Longing to touch their famishM carcases, 

Calling first one, then t'other by their names, 

Till after two days more what grief could not 

That famine did.— He said no more, but tum'd 

With baleful eyes distorted all in hate. 

And seized again, and gnaw'd the mangled. head. 

Hie historian and poet, having done their parts, comes 
Michael Angelo Buonarotti, and goes on in a bas-relief 
I hare seen in the hands of Mr. Trench, a modest in- 
genious painter, lately arrived from his long studies in 
Italy. He diews us the Count sitting with his four sons, 
one dead -at his feet; over their heads is a figure repre- 
senting Famine, and underneath is another to denote 
the river Amo, on whose banks this tragedy was acted. 
Michael Angelo was the fittest man that ever lived to 
cut or paint this story ; if I had wished to see it repre- 
sented in .sculpture, or painting, I should have fixed 
upon this hand ; he was a Dante in his way, and he read 
him perpetually. I have already observed, and it is 
very true, there are certain ideas which cannot be com- 
municated by words, but by sculpture, or painting only ; 
it would be ridiculous then on this occasion, to under- 
take to describe this admirable bas-relief ; it is enough 
for my present purpose to say, there are attitudes, and 
airs of .heads so proper to the subject, that they carry 
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the imagiDation beyond what the historian or poet could 
possibly ; for the rest I must refer to the thing itself. 
It is true, a genius equal to that of Michael Angelo may 
form to itself as strong, and proper expressions as these, 
but where is that genius? nor can even he communicate 
them to another, unless he has also a hand like that of 
Michael Angelo, and will take that way of doing it. 

And could we see the same story painted by the same 
great master, it will be easily conceiyed that this must 
carry the matter still further ; there we might hare had 
all the advantages of expression which the addition of 
colours would have given, and the colouring of Michael 
Angelo was as proper to that, as his genius was to the 
story in general ; tiiese would have shewn us the pale 
and liyid flesh of the dead, and dying figures, the red- 
ness of eyes, and bluish lips of the Count, the darkness 
and horror of the prison, and other circumstances, 
beside the habits (for in the bas-relief all the figures are 
naked, as more proper for sculpture)— these might be con- 
trived so as to express the quality of the persons, the 
more to excite our pity, as well as to enrich the picture 
by their variety. Thus what history begins, poetry 
raises higher, not by embellishing the story, but by ad- 
ditions purely poetical ; sculpture goes yet farther, and 
painting completes and perfects, and that only can, and 
here ends ; this is the utmost limit of human power in 
tiie communication of ideas. 

8€€ Riehard90H'9 Workiy pages 182—187. 
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ARGUMENT. 



Ths first part opeM with an invocatioiL Immediately fol- 
low! a remonstrance, addressed to those to whom the moral 
of the ensuing tragedy is applicable. — Ugolino rises to view. 
— Ugolino is the Lost Spint—first discovered by the spec- 
tator, with the head of Raggieri, as related bv Dante. Ugolino 
disconrses with the spectator— describes the scene of his 
mortal catastrophe — curses the aaoi once so beloved — ^relates 
his imprisonment in the tower or famine, on the banks of the 
Amo— -his petition that his fonr boys mk^t be spared — his 
madness— blasphemy, and corse at the retosal— ^He descends 
with his children into the donffeon. — ^His agonising feelinn 
at seeing the light of the moon tnroagh an aperture m the okl 
wall Iftthe castle. — ^His ominous dream of Ruggieri hunting 
he wolf and fonr whelps, which dream subsides into a more 
soothing one of the beauties of nature from which he is for 
ever excluded. — ^He wakes at the remembrance of his boys, 
and finds them sleeping in darkness at his feet 

At this juncture, opportunity is taken to exhibit, in a 
sort of episode related by Ugolino, his former career, and 
the circumstances which led to his imprisonment; — which 
episode commences with a wild apostrophe to Hebe, a beloved 
and adored wife, snatched by death n-om the embraces of 
U^lino, and the four lovely boys, her children. Ugolino, in 
this relation, describes his early attachment and its success. — 
The heavenly devotion of Hebe. — ^His total neglect of admo- 
nition, although administered by the only person he ever loved. 
— ^His alarming presentiments of the death of Hebe. — ^Her 
death described. — His feelings on the occasion. — His apos- 
trophe to the Earth. — His madness, during which paroxysm, 
occurs the dream or vision of the apocalyptic horse. — He 
wakes, from it, and endeavours to solace himself— pays his 
last funeral rites at the grave of Hebe— ^yields to settled des- 
pair — ^for relief flies to the world — ^rushes to battles — aims at 
the crown— ^is successful — ^bnt triumphs a short time. — ^Rug- 
gieri's deceit changes the tide of conquest — Ugolino is taken 
and imprisoned, as before described. — ^The archbishop hurls 
the key of the castle into the river Amo— and Ugolino is left 
with his children to perish. Thus ends the episode, and the 
first part of the poem. 
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LOST SPIRIT. 



IF mortal may presume, with awful hand 
Grasping the sacred harp, to ask thine aid 
Thou Holy Spirit, divine in influence ; 
Who of old time didst aid the solemn lyre. 
As now thou art the source of holy thought. 
Presiding o'er the soul of erring man. 
To teach with secret impulse those who seek 
Such knowledge as 'tis thine alone to giye ; — 
Impart thy heayenly light, and let the theme 
Discoursing on^lark woe, and darker sin. 
Sad primal cause of saddest consequence. 
Receive thy sanction, and display thy power ! 
An exile still would charm his lonely hours. 
With consecrated harmony of song 
Prolonging thy blest praise. Eternal Power ! 
B 2 
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16 THE LOST SPIRIT^ 

With holiest ehord^-^or thou didst first impress 
The visible creation, else obscure. 
With light, and all the beauteous interchange 
Of form, and hue, and motion. Thou alone 
Canst aid with that accomplishment of grace 
Which earthly song dodi need, unblest without 

thee : 
And though unlearn'd, yet with thee not in vain 
Shall swell my wild lament for ruin'd man, 
Or the high warbling tone that doth intend 
To praise thee for thy works — ^thro' them to look 
And learn how glorious Thou, and worthy most 
That sacred lore alone by thee inspired ! 

O be ador*d, while Nature hath a charm 
To dim the gazing eye with tears of loye, 
And bind as with enchantment ; yet of all 
The works of thine immensity, through day 
Rejoicing the glad heart with^shening love. 
Kindled to seraph fire at the review 
Of thy magnificence, which the sun's light 
Doth shine upon, — or through the far, dark field 
Of night profound, sprinkled with golden orbs 
Fiery in revolution, moving still 
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THE LOST SPIRIT. 17 

And still to moye when time shall be no more, — 
Of all thy works, th' immortal mind of man 
Big with the vastness of eternity. 
Doth most display thy power; and in its ruin 
(Too great to be destroyed, too proud to die, 
Abhorring the dread wish to be extinct,) 
Prostrate and lost, doth most display thy grace, 
Grace in the large provision for its rise, 
More sanctified in glory than its fall 
Wm foul, and hideous; but that grace rejected. 
How lost the haughtiest soul, condemn 'd by truth 
And revelation, though in harden 'd guilt 
And guilty ignorance it loud declaims 
With false philosophy, and falser reason. 
Where reason and philosophy would prompt, 
If but unwarp*d, to seek and love the truth. 
Renouncing its own idle speculations 
Abstruse and undefined ! O noblest birth 
Of Nature, fall'n to lowest degradation ! 
Tho' fall'n, not humbled ; but of fierce disdain. 
And most indignant character, alone 
In its oblique decisions, scorning still 
That life and power supernal which do bring 
Celestial life and immortality 
B 3 
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18 THE LOST SPIRIT. 

To light. Tis not in thee, thou forlorn worm, 
Thou thing of yesterday, all vain in dust. 
To he thine own director ! He who formed 
The spirit which doth raise thee from the brute. 
Can best direct its powers, and satisfy 
With that unbounded joy, alone the gift 
Of Him who made it capable of bliss — 
Bliss vainly sought in stubborn selfishness 
Apart from God, and truth which he reveals. 

O let thy brother chide thee, and the truth 
Of God, and thine own conscience arbitrate ! 
Why that indignant frown, th' ungracious mark 
Of brooding discontent ? Thy vexed soul 
Doth ill display that strength it ever boasts. 
Rejecting truths it cannot comprehend, 
Undubious proof of its own impious weakness. 
Because the love that bled to save a world 
Rebukes thee for the absence of all love 
To God or man, dost thou refuse the boon ? 
Because He died who was the Lord of all. 
To show the depths of thy depravity 
Requiring sacrifice so dread, to tell thee 
That sinners most malign could yet be sav'd. 
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THE LOST SPIRIT. 19 

Through grace so infinite, by love so strong, 
O dost thou scorn the deed, thus wonderful ? 
That must be wondrous love which saveiT thy 

soul; 
Higher than thoughts of thine, or else too poor 
To pluck the burning brand from deathless fire ; 
Beyond thy reason ever frail, but not 
Repugnant to its dictates. 6od who made 
Thy soaring mind, eludes its powerful scope — 
Profound in mystery operates ; his being 
To thee unsearchable, nor less the mode 
Of his communion with thee. 

Guilty too 
Art thou in that deep virulence of feeling, 
When inclinations base as thine must be. 
The vague result of thy compounded passions. 
Are thwarted by the calm accomplishment 
Of His blest purposes who rules on high — 
Who loves thee far too well to let thy will 
Unhumbled be thy ruin ; although thy curse 
Thou hurl'st against the cloud because 'tis black. 
And pregnant with afilictivexdiscipiine 
Meant for thy good. 
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20 THE LOST SPIRIT. 

Nor doth sweet chanty 
Lodge in thy frietted bosom, canker'd through 
With gnawing spite and old malevolence. 
Not loving Him who loT'd man to the death , 
Whom the cherubic legions all adore. 
Thou canst not love the partners of thy life ; 
Little in being, but not less than thou ; 
Sharers with thee of thine infirmities. 
Hateful in them, but cherish'd in thyself. 
O thou frail dust, mark the incongruous traits 
Of thy dark mind, in all its mazy errors. 
Never consistent with itself ! What crime 
Hath the traduced world e'er done, which thou 
In heart couldst not approve ? What treachery. 
What cool deceit hath practised, which thy soul 
Hath not allowed ? What foible hath it lov'd. 
Which thou from righteous motive hast aban- 

don'dl 
What wrong committed, which hath not been 

wrought 
By thy bad purpose 7 What impurity 
Hath e'er debased it, which debased thee not ? 
Thyself the while a part of that poor world 
The butt of thine invective, worse that thou 
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Didst ever liye to add unto its guilt. 
And make its vice more luscious ; then retire 
Not to abjure its sins, or mourn thine own. 
But in wild chagrin to reprove mankind, 
Curs'd for their own corruption » more for ihine. 
Why roam in solitary petulance 
Communing with the mute rocks as they step 
With upward stride to look above the clouds. 
Less proud than thou, and like thyself earth« 

rooted ; 
Not heavenlier, tho' they thrust their scowling 

heads 
Among the spheres, and scorn th' ignoble worldT 
Forbear the babble of thy fellowship 
With Nature, and her thousand glories, seen. 
And heard, and felt, in thunder, or in calm. 
Or in the great winds hymning thro' the skies. 
Or in the stormy song of wrathful seas. 
Or mountain whisper of the spirits of eve. 
Or midnight anthem of the starry fires 
Singing to God. O could they speak to thee, 
Th' indignant thunder should rebuke thy soul 
That doth arraign the hand that wields it. Fierce 
The roaring winds should hoot thy desperate folly 
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2!i THE LOST SPIRIT. 

Cursing the power that bids them stay or come. 
Old Ocean still would shame thee^ that his storms 
Do praise the Highest, while thy bosom strife 
Contests his soyereignty. The rolling stars 
Should hold thee in contempt^ that thou canst look 
So high to watch their courses, yet not know 
The blessed Providence that doth controul 
The mightiest orb, and chain the solemn signs 
Of Mazzaroth, curbing thy marshall'd flames 
Arcturus, far revolving with thy sos ! 
The voice of universal Nature shouts 
Thine infamy ; and Nature's awful God, 
The God of love, pronounces thy black fate ; — 
But whom in heaven or earth wilt thou believe ? 
Then ask the lost in hell, and they shall speak. 
And thou shalt hear, what Dante never sung. 

Where the burnt desert of the castaway 
Throws up its cloudy terrors, like that waste 
Of doleful night, the universal pall 
Which, when hoar Time hath wrought his last 

exploit, 
Shall shroud the vast remains of perish'd Nature ; 
I saw a famish'd wretch, a sorrowful spirit 
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Pale shadow'd forth from the still gloom of hell. 
Frowning with fiery feature on the void 
Of darkness. He did crush with gnashing hite 
Some sightless visage, warp'd with pinching 

pangs 
To eyery form but human. Hark ! — he shrieks 
For he was wild, and indignation shot 
From his despairing eyes ; that angry look 
Which doth convey but feeble intimation 
Of a deep, quenchless fire upon the heart — 
Wrath, wrath within, unutterable wrath ; 
Such fearful look as thou, perchance, hast seen. 
If thou hast visited the lonely bed 

Of some plagued infidel, when throttling death 
Doth wrestle for his soul with iron gripe, 

Choaking his mingled prayers and imprecations 
Till the last glance of madness, meant fo 

heaven. 
Settles in glassy horror on his eyes. 
Thus scowl'd that meagre fiend, and ravenous 

yell'd 
Abominable, as with grisly hands, 

Fix'd deep in the dishevell'd hair, he tore 
The bleeding locks, and wrench'd the curling 
scalp 
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Wet from the white scull ; then in yain essay'd 
To slake his burning thirst, and bade the dead 
Exult in his repast. Anon he dropt 
The mangled head, and seem'd as one who 

thought 
Of other days, wearing the kindly look 
Of sweet humanity again; then wept 
As doth an innocmit child^ till sense of woe 
Rush'd with its all-distracting weight up6n him. 
While gather*d on his countenance th' extremes 
Of passion, hate, revenge, and lurking ire. 
There, was reyeal'd the conflict of the soul — 
The deadly" wounded pride — the parent's love 
Yearning with fruitless sorrow — the deep frown 
Which speaks of deeper guilt — the savage air 
Of incoherent triumph. So hellish 'twas, 
I could but hate ; and yet so earthly seem*d. 
That pity fain would weep. Yea, I did shake 
As doth the scarlet leaf in autumn blasts. 
While as I viewed the demon it did grow 
More real, more visible, like evil sights 
Of i^parition scaring at nightfall 
The troubled soul. How could my faltering 
tongue 
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Question that wicked one 7 I would have shrunk 
Far from his withering presence, but his eyes 
NaiI'd me with fixed gaze severe. I stood 
Speechless. He way*d his bloody fingers. Hark! 
A Yoice I not of the Hying. Hark, again I 
The muttering spectre shook his clattering 

hands. 
And spake. The deep abyss of hell did seem 
To whisper with dread sound each awful word. 
Listening. 

" Who art thou?" cried the spirit, ** Say, 
If immortal, as I deem 7 From the vain world 
(How yain this hell-swoln heart uf boiling hate. 
This inextinguishable thirst of blood, 
Declare too well) by whom deputed, say, 
lliese realms to visit ? By what saint above 
Curious to know the secrets of the damn'd. 
Or, by what angel of the endless deep. 
Eager to learn more misery, dost thou. 
Empowered with thy prying soul, these walks 
Of death explore 7 If to renew my pangs 
Thou venturest on the coasts of fiery night. 
Seeking to know a man whom all on earth 
c 
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Did know, whom all in hell do shun, as sunk 
To lowest pitch, yet proudest of the lost, 
Hark then, the tale shall tingle in thy ears ; 
Though it should fill my immaterial being 
While I narrate, with most appalling pain. 
Yet will I tell thee, that all heaven may know 
The foul hypocrisy it ne'er could pardon — 
That hell may leftm it still wants woe to punish 
Where it but gives a refuge. Mortal hear 
My name ! O is there terror in a name 7 
Tis Ugolino ! Shudder not ! Seest thou 
This chop-falFn visage 7 this piece of sanctity ? 
Foulest of sculls that ever held foul brains. 
Breeding more shocking projects than these 

realms 
E'er knew 7 Tis Ruggieri ! and his face, 
Scorch*d into holier mood than did beseem 
A priestly warrior fighting for a crown. 
Bears yet the impress of his perfidy. 
Crush thee, thou worse than execrable egg, 
Black Ruggieri ! Back to Arno's waves 
Wouldst go, and cool thy lapping tongue, burnt 

up 
Not more with these consuming fires, than 

parch'd 
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With thy bad blood, and feyerish thirst of fame. 

And power, and wealth beyond thy pious calling, 

Bid, O thou sorcerer, though in a cowl, 

Bid thy familiars bring the fated key. 

Or search thyself, and shriek upon the stream 

At midnight honr, while fearful sailors pass 

The haunted spot, and ply the dashing oar 

Of their light bark, with harm-averting prayV. 

I do abhor thee ! — Know, thou quaking man, 

He who in pity to my erring soul 

First should have spared my guilt, then taught 

the way 
To rectitude and heaven, betray'd the trust 
Repos'd in him, and with most holy looks 
Wrought the black deed against my spotted life. 
And meekly bade me be resigned, and seek 
What mercy hell might give — the manner thus — 
If thou canst hear a spirit's dread discourse. 
Pale mortal, hear ! 

In that tumultuous world 
Whence thou dost roam inquisitive, there smiles 
A spot of all besides the holiest still — 
So thought I once, but crime hath blacken'd it. 
c 2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



28 THE LOST SPIRIT. 

Arno I thy waters were my mfaxxt joy. 
Rushing with silent praise like living crystal 
Midst the exulting show of opulent mart. 
Bridges of noblest span, and solemn turret. 
Or ducal palace — ancient and sublime ; 
Thy waters saw and moum'd my latest griefs ! 
Deep down in thy unruffled bosom rests 
The hoary image of that tower which scowls 
O'er thy steel-polish'd stream — how reyerenc'd 

once. 
The idol of my boyhood I Mortal, hark I 
Let thy last curse be on that spot ! Mark thou 
That heritage of darkness! Wane! Be blasted! 
If ban of mine have power on earth, to hurt 
With drop malign of busiest potency 
Curdling the hot blood of Italian hearts 
To fear and cowardice. Time, time shall prove 
Such hate prophetic, and shall pour the scorn 
Of long posterity, upon the land 
Once fairest, foulest now, and damn'd ! O man ! 
But hear my woes, and I will cease to curse ; 
I will appear of human mould, and mind. 
And sympathy again. Thou fearful one. 
Hark, I adjure thee ! There a prisoner, I 
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In that black tower did howl in pining death, 
I, and my boys — aye, there's the burning bite — 
My boys, so fair, so sweet of countenance. 
So innocent, the solace of my soul I 
I said, O let them yet remain to bless 
The light of day; to see the glorious sun 
Roll in the heavens, the life of all that lives 1 
I cried, O spare my boys ! no guilt haye they. 
No mora than hath the pure moon's newborn 

light! 
Let me alone, a poor worn man, descend 
This dungeon, for my days are few and wretched ! 
Spare my sweet children ! 

But that prayer was lost I 
Now tremble not, Jthou man yet mortal ! Hear 
A horrid spirit's guilt. Some crazy fire 
Then seom'd to light the phrensy of my soul. 
'Twas a deep gnawing curse, a rancorous flame 
Kindled from restle^ hell. About my heart 
The deamon influence did creep, and scorch 
With damning power, r^ectiag every thought 
Of Him the great Controuler of all things 
Adverse or prosperous — wIm|. ord^:^th w^ 
c 3 
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Each gloomy ehasturement. Dack Proiride«<!e 
I did despise, and with blaspheuMMiai voioe 
Revil'd, impugning her behests, and spiim'd 
Her solemn arbitrations : for my soul 
Scath'd and repugnant, could ill brook the storm 
Rolling to devastate her dearest hopes. 
How could I tamely say, " Thy will be done, 
O thou who liv*st above,' unless my spirit. 
Proud in its stormy vigour, crouchittg nev«r. 
Had cower'd to seek in base hypocrisy 
Guilt deadlier far than the tempestuous war 
Of wounded feeling ? The turbulence of hell 
Was nobler to my mind. Thou righteous One, 
For righteous still art thou, contending thus 
With him, the frailest of thy workmanship ; 
. Ignoble though I am, because of dust. 
Yet of high thought and purpose, far too high 
Meekly to stoop beneath the rod. O break ! 
Break ! for I cannot bend. My scoffing soul 
Unwonted to the prudence of submission. 
Heedless of ruin, dares to question thee 
With murmuring petulance, and drive thy wrath 
Back to the hand that hnrl'd it from above. 
And with dark strife demand the reason why 
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Tky ihiMd4r-«earriiig tonroiv «r« abroad T 
Why ihy keew veDgeaoce marks so poor' a 

wretchi 
And strikes bat not destroys T If other prayer 
Pray I, 'tis this :-- 

** O let the curse of God, 
If there be ourse of thine, unheard, unknown, 
Reserved for man» or howling fiemi, or whom 
Omnicient parity detects of guilt 
Malignant most, of all who fell from heaven. 
Or sinnM on earth, or groan'd in deepest hell ; 
More horrible than aught thy sleeping thunders 
E'er woke t' inflict, or than thy searching flames 
Did ever brand withal, or than thine hate 
Eternal ever did employ to warp. 
To wither, and to smite with living death, — 
O let that wreaking torment leap convuls'd 
With fright, and flame, and thunder, on his heart 
To plague my advereary I — *' I have done. 
That was the mildest curse my lips implor'd 
For Ruggieri. 

Thus on the cold earth 
Prostrate, and clenching the green biaded gra^s 
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Bright in the sun, in fervency of prayer 
My impious soul did vent her agonies. 
Like some pale lonely man, most melancholy 
Champing the iron scourge. Ah ! then ( wept 
In very wrath, while standing on the threshold 
Between the light and darkness, chain'd and bare. 
My boys were noble. Not one simple tear 
Fell from their broad blue eyes, as round they 

look'd. 
And saw the blessed sky, then unappalFd 
Hail*d their dark fate. The sun sent his last 

beam. 
The last we ever saw, to kiss my boys. 
As hand in hand they downward went. His light 
Did seem with a delaying loveliness 
To dwell upon their forms, as lothe to part 
With beauty such as it should see no more. 
The lingering farewell glance did smile upon 
Their snowy shoulders plump and fresh with 

life- 
One moment rested on their golden locks— ^ 
The next, as with reproving lightning, gleam'd 
Upon their sacrilegious chains — and thru 
Twas all oblivion. One deep, dreary ehamber 
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Receiy'd the sire, the sons. A thousand peals. 

Did roll with loQg reverberating moan, 

IVlien the door clashed which shut me from the 

world : 
Twas the last sound my mortal ears did hear, 
Sare the low wailings of our prison woes. — 

I could hear the bounding palpitation 

Of my sick hearty so shocking was the ulenoe. 
Long, long did my hot soul with sullen strength 
Bear the dread punishment, nor utterance giye 
To sigh or sound I 

My sinewy limbs were stretchM 
With cramping tension, like some bronzed figure 
Of the vex'd lunatic whose upward hands 
Would grasp the silver moon ; for as I look'd 
Despairing, yet in supplicating posture, 

1 thought I saw the light —the time-worn wall 
Befriended me — it was the light of night ! 
Frantic, I howFd my long complaint. ** O moon, 
Walking in brightness, liberty is thine I 
Through the pure heavens thou art a pilgrim still. 
The midnight hosts do light their holy flames. 
Rejoicing in the freedom of the skies. 
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Free, O pale sojourner, art thou, although 
Vicissitude may checquer still thy course — 
Though as a scudding ship thy cresent bark 
Be tost on tempests of white-shirted clouds ; ^ 
Or, though thy stately march, when from the east 
Slowly thou com*st, receive the profound homage 
Of their fair skies blazing with regent gold, 
At thine approach to spread a cloudy carpet, 
Greetmg thy holy footsteps, wanderer pale ! 
Blessed art thou, for liberty is bliss ! 
O dost thou look with pity still on me. 
Me, miserable man ? Then let thy ray. 
If aught of thee so fair can smite with blight. 
Palsy my whirling brain, that I may prowl 
Abroad where thy enchanting fields do shine. 
And watch with morbid thought thy wane, and 

drink 
Thy gushmg light; for I will dwell with thee. 
And wander up and down thy sky-built moun- 
tains. 
Laughing amid their ever-changing forms. 
More blest in sad distraction, than to know 
My dismal doom/* Thus did I wail unheard. 
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Prone tiben I feU» and slept^ or seem*d to sleep ; 
Bat e'en repose was ominous. I walk'd 
The world again, and saw its busy scenes. 
^Ransom'd I saw the light, but could not bless it. 
There was a terror on my heart, nameless — 
I could not give it utterance, for some weight 
Did hang about me, a delirious spelL 
I thought the heavens did blacken, and the earth 
Shook, as in presage of calamity. 
All Nature look'd disordered. The big clouds 
Did mock my sorrow as they roll'd on high, 
Piling themselves to semblance of the tower, 
Beetling 9'er Amo's melancholy wave. 
The forests, struck with panic, flung their leaves 
Upon the pitiless gale, and stretch'd their limbs 
Affrighted to the skies. Alone I roam'd 
Hooting the crazy storm. ** Thou turbulent 

spirit 
Pelt on, till thou hast wreck'd this wicked world* 
What is the world to me," I cried, ** to me, 
Robb'd of my boys ? I am not what I was ! 
Blanch'd XJgolino now can sport with woe. 
For I do scorn these weak deriding tempests. 
My hoary locks shall sing upon your blasts. 
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And wave in silver triumph as ye howl 

A long these desolate plains. Bleak as ye blow , 

ye distracting winds^ my furrow'd face. 

My labouring breast shall hail your keen as- 
saults, 
For here doth rage and roll a fiercer storm ; 
Yea, while ye bellow through this wilderness, 

1 too will join your ruinous rout, and scourge 
Your lagging strife to madness. On, ye blasts I 
On, on, ye Borean thunders ; Scatter down 
Your red combustion o'er yon haunted plains 7 
Waste with your fires that district of the damn'd I 
Give your hot bolts to this untrembling grasp !" — 
Thus did I howl, for where the mountains rose 
To meet the troubled heayens. I saw this man. 
Black Ruggieri, an unusual spectre, 

Rush as before the gale with hellish dogs. 
Hunting a wolf forlorn and her four whelps. 
While the harsh echo of his screeching joy 
Shock'd the resounding woodland. Loud I ydl'd, 
' Ah, spectre ! dost thou laugh, because I fall, 
I, and my boys, beneath thy quenchless hate ? 
Come now, sweet hour of vengeance !** On I 
hurried. 
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** Propitious gale, now aid my faltering limbs ! 

Lend your tumultuous wrath ! 1 rush to combat. 

And curse my foe !'' The drunken earth did reel 

With giddy swing, while, like two fallen angels 

On some black promontory of deep hell. 

Wrestling with all the agony of hate 

Interminable^ we encounter'd each 

The other's gripe* Twas more than mortal war. 

These bony arms with fierce omnipotence 

Did grind the gladiator, struggling yet 

For mastery; while his eyes dim roH'd, and 

scowl'd 
On me, us rose the hot Uood of his hearty 
To stagnate in his face. Deep spasms shook 
His giant bosom, as the wranch of death 
O'erpower'd him; when I hurl'd the clinging 

corse 
Down, down^ the dreadful precipice. 

SUent 
On the dismaying yer^e I stood, nor howPd^ 
Nor sigh*d, nor moT*d, till, as I thought, the 

storm 
Was wearied out^ and the blue skies serene 

E 
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Did smile with, heavenly freshness ; for I felt 
Of human kind again , as round I cast 
My eyes, and saw the world as it Was wont 
To look with all its loveliness. My heart 
Did leap with simple gladness, for the love 
Of Nature stole upon me, and I saw 
Her secret wonders, which from grosser eyes 
Retire invisible. I felt that force 
Unfelt by obtuse souls, which as a trance 
Absorb'd me, working with most soothing touch 
Upon my inmost thought her tranquil charms 
Of vision'd moon, or winds, or whispering trees, 
Or aught ih earth, or lur, or mid the spheres 
Solemn, the watchfires of the sky^ That strange 
Tumultuous exultation, with full burst 
Of arden^praise to Him th* Original 
Of all that nobly grand or ravishing sweet 
Fall's on th' enamour'd sense, I then did feel ; 
And wept, adoring; for I seem'd new-born. 
And was as when a child my buoyant mind 
Impeird me to the solitary fields. 
Where the calm woods still whisper to the winds 
Of summer eve, like talking lovers. Then 
With deep unmingled joy I linger'd long 
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To wutch witbfervent gaze thy sportful changes, 
Simplicity ! I draok each wondrous show 
Of varying Nature, ioyely in all her strokes 
And transient fireaks, bright blushing o'er the 

skies. 
Or trembling through the agitated waste, 
Verdant, sequestered. Twas a peaceful dream 
Of former days, and sweet reminiscence. 
Charming my dark mind with the golden light 
Of fairy landscapes of each changing hue 
Delicious, with deep glow, or chastened gloom, 
Of blended harmony, or strongly mark'd 
Obnoiis to fill the beaming eye, defin'd. 
Or in the dubious distance sleeping there 
Like those faint thoughts which dwell upon the 

soul, 
The fleeting vestiges of bliss which hath been ; 
Sweet to remember — ^but renew'd no more ! 

then did I remember my poor boys ! 

The startling thought alarm'd me, and I woke ! 

Mortal ! 

1 woke io realize a deadlier fate 

Than in distemperous dreams did throb and swim 
E 2 
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Through my tormented brain. I do not ask 

The weeping sympathy^ for damned souls. 

Reckless of human kindness, hare put off 

The sweet communion aod the charities, 

Which bless the uncondemn*d» I woke alarm'd. 

Impenetrable darkness was about me, 

I seem'd a thing of time, yet cast away 

On the dim coasts of black eternity — 

A being of the earth, with life and breath,. 

Banish'd beyond the verge of mortal things. 

Yet unprepared for immortality. 

My heart was cold ; I sigh'd not as I stooped. 

And stretch'd my broad hands shiyering o'er my . 

boys 
Slumbering sweetly at my feet. '* Sleep on," 
Cried I, as I did gently feel them. ** Sleep, 
Innocent cherubs, dream yourselyes away 
To the calm regions where the pillowy clouds, 
Impearl'd with light of paradise, do wait 
To rest your angel forms.. Yes, ye have been 
A light, a joy to me, my darling solace f 
Ye images of her (O sainted being !) 
Who brought you forth, and bade you live for me. 
For me a few poor years, that I might smile. 



,y Google 



THB LOST SPIRIT. 41 

While she ascended to her native skies. 

Well hast thou sped^ spirit ineffable ! 

But my disordered thoughts do call thee back 

To gaze once more u(>on thee» and remember 

Thy lovely looks, and lovelier virtues. Come, 

Thou holy fair one, rise on my troubled mind. 

Let thy benignant eye gaze still on me. 

If not to approve, yet still to love and pity- 

If not to love and pity one estranged 

From holiness thy very nature, yet 

O look upon thy boys, for thou canst look 

Thro' dungeon gloom — bend from thy hallow'd 

sphere ! 
Commune with these thine earthly offspring I 

Hebe I 
(For so I cail'd diee once,) what art thou nam'd 
Among the Uessed 7 Hebe ! I conjure thee. 
Aid my sad soul in all her thoughts of thee — 
Of thee in Uiy pure love when young in years. 
Our joy was as the promise of fresh spring, 
Preside as thou wert wont, when on the earth 
Thou by iny side a serene angel seem'dst; 
A being unsuited to such rough existence, 
Tender as fair, and fair as pure — too pure 
E 3 
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For earthly tarrianee. O ethereal spirit 
Smile once as thou didst smile, when roaming 

forth 
At eyen-tide, where, peaceful as the moon 
Solemnly looking from her sapphire throne, 
The Adriatic ware slept on the shore. 
And scarce a crested billow murmur'd forth. 
The wonted melody of night, or rippled 
With silyer fringe to kiss the purple shells 
Of pearly wreath strown on the silent beach. 
Smile, as thou didst Vhen on the lonely brink 
Of some embosom'd watercourse, proudly 
Pouring thro' fair Italia's classic regions 
The cloud-reflecting flood, what time the sua 
Of ruby flame sank to his nightly bed, 
Embuing with his last departing beam 
Each stately tree of varied crimson stain. 
Pride of the fiery wilderness. Then voice 
Or sound was not; but that unearthly hymn» 
The seraph harpings of calm poesy, 
Warbled upon the wild imagination^ — ^ 
Such as in soothing unison oft chimes * 
From the sweet-breathing harp of magic winds 
Busy with tones of melting ravishment 
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Or shrill, or sighing to the whispering reed 
Of riyer spirits^ while at closing eye 
They hold deep conyerse with the rushing gale's 
Mysterious song^ or shell- blast, like faint yoices 
From other worlds, enchanting as the noise 
Of eyer-gushing urns, and sedgy springs 
Still on the troubled mind. ^^ O heayenly Hebe ! 
Thy well-according soul did choose such scenes 
Of solitude and holy peace. 'Twas there 
Thy constant heart, the shrine of sacred truth, 
Did own my passion, and exalt its flame : 
For thou didst hang upon my arm, and ask, 
With all the feryour of thy hallow'd bosom 
In thine imploring eye, wet still with tears. 
Yet brightened ^ith thine own subduing smile. 
That I would loye thee eyer, while thy tresses 
Golden, unbraided, fell upon thy neck. 
As the pale starlight sleeps on driyen snow. 
Or sparkled on the nightwind widely blown. 
Like her's, sweet Berenice, shedding light 
High in the solemn sphere, where on her throne 
The Virgin holds her midnight watch eternal. 
Purest of all the signs. Religious yows. 
As though enamour'd of such dewy sweetness, 
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Did hang and falter on thy ruby lips. 
The threshold of the truth diat spake thee mine. 
My soul did tremble with its weight of bliss. 
Inspired with awe, I reverenced thy form. 
And deemed thee more than mortal ; for what grace 
Heavenly, on earth, did yield itself to me. 
Wretched, O wretched man! My guardian 

Hebe! 
Thou ever didst advise with holy voice 
Of kind monition, my unbending soul. 
Prone to strange aberrations. Oft didst thou. 
Placid, expatiate with thy chasten'd thoughts. 
On the wide checquer'd scene of mortal woes, 
A settled blight on sublunary things ; 
How frail and fleeting these, how much deserv'd 
By erring mortals those." Then would she talk 
As with authority all dignified 
From God*s own throne, and yet with humblest 

love. 
Pleading the wounded cause of Providence 
Equal and just, though dark and intricate. 
Moving in mystery till the wise result. 
Though oft unwelcome, demonstrate the hand 
That never, never errs. Nor would she fail 
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With most impressive look^ to speak of love 
All consecrated, and our dearest joys. 
Our hopes, our purposes, and human life 
With all its blushing sweets and blandishments, 
Blooming to wither like the plentiful leaves 
Of the frail rose, whirl'd red on hollow winds 
Autumnal. Then with dread eternity 
Unbosom'd to her view, she spake of death — 
Inexorable death, which comes to all 
Whether in state pavtlion'd, high in pomp 
Of regal gold, or in the humblest sphere 
Of plebeian life^prepared or unprepared ; 
But chiefly dwek with womanish persuasion 
On love divine, reveal'd when Calvary 
Convuls'd did shiver, and the stricken sun 
Did tremble and renounce his fiery throne 
To Night, asham'd to reign amidst his orbs. 
While He who reigneth ever, bled and died. 
Thus would she with her eloquence implore. 
And win almost to virtue my rough soul. 
Her words, her love, her life did earnest plead, 
Yea, did controul as with a solemn spell 
Invfsible my froward heart, conquer'd 
To love her more for her religious grace. 
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Neglected angel i for» while I ador'd 
That form more like the beings of enehantrnfent. 
Aerial, with their light, and grace, and glory. 
Than aught of human nature, I did scorn, 
Yet trembled while I scom'd, that holiness 
Of heart, and word, and life, so much above 
The grosser world, to me so sad a sign 
(For in my breast, there was the faith that 

trembled) 
Of ripeness full for immorality. 
The dark presentiment warn'd not in vain. 
Perplex'd, I fear'd, and read the augury 
Of iH, and loss irreparable. Di'eams, 
Not of benignant import, oft molested 
With nightly presage, yet with fairest show. 
O it was more than idle dream — the work 
Of some compassionate spirit invisible. 
By day whose earnest inspirations failing. 
Would ply the holy task ^t night, and whisper 
As in sweet trance, some heavenly lore, to warn 
Of coming danger, while the pensive pageant 
Gloom'd melancholy. Joyous as the glow 
Of spring, and throbbing with replenished life 
We seem'd unearthly beings, light as wind 
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Fresh from th' unbosom'd south, coursing on 

steeds 
Cream-white and proud. So in the clouds of 

heayen 
Prancing upon the golden precifHce, 
Or plunging through the effulgent foam, now lost. 
Now seen again, celestial apparitions 
Have held their perilous way; for the blue skies 
Were in our path, and sapphire mountains rose 
Like flights of fleecy Alps, tow'ring in light, 
Stain'd with the colouring of heaven, while roll'd 
In his grand course the sun, scattering abroad 
His purest beams o'er the transparent waste 
Of cloudy rocks, and hills, and emerald fields, 
And seas with silver surge, and hollow roar 
Perpetual on the ear. The scented earth, 
If earth did there sustain us, luscious smiFd 
With all her fairest progeny, more like 
The growth of sinless worlds. Eternal there 
(For this wild place, tho' mutable, seem'd 

heaven) 
Amarant dropp'd her purple-cluster'd stars. 
With eye of gold, bright as the earliest dew 
Drinking the sun*s deep beam. Immortal roses, 
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Mature with open bosom, beautiful 

As blushing, fragrant as imperishable, 

Hung on their fugitive brambles. Nameless 

sprang 
Innumerable blossoms of strange form 
And pensile stem, light trembling with their bells 
Waving in azure billows on the plain. 
Some^ sweet depending, hung their cressets 

high. 
Rejoicing as with vegetable stars 
They sparkled on the branch— tho' weak yet fair. 
Yea graceful more in weakness, like frail woman 
Hanging in loveliness but to enwreath 
Whom she embraces, with her elegance 
Of bloom profuse, happy to recompense 
The love on which she leans. Others prostrate 
And bleeding on the ground, wept crimson tears. 
Or rear'd their nodding plumes in majesty 
To bow upon the breeze. Careering, thus 
Emparadis'd, we bounded o'er the fields 
Of this fond mockery of heaven, nor deemed 
Our bliss unreal, till when my dizzy brain 
Swam with the rolling clouds, and the fair vision 
Disorder'd sank away. Gold glowing mountains 
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Baseless did tumble to obliyious gloom 

And crashing thunder stunn'd my careless soul. 

Wrecking the cloud on which I trampled. 

Then 
She^ the companion of my dreamy flight, 
Vanish'd^ as though the stormy heavens would 

snatch 
With envious grasp the mortal most divine 
From the wrong'd earth. I saw her as the flame 
Burnt the black sky ; I saw her noble steed 
Bear her with rapid glance along the heavens 
To realms untrouUed ; while I howl'd, and fell 
Headlong and miserable. 

Opposing heaven 
Darkened upon my soul, till then unused 
To thwartmg dispensation ; and did threaten 
Woe and alarm : for I beheld on high 
Dread vengeance gathering torment to afflict 
My spirit yet unbowed with quailing fear. 
I was too high t' escape his winged flame ; 
Like some proud pine of the vast wilderness 
Tow'ring above its compeers with strong arms 
Outstretch'd in black defiance of the storm. 
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The first to tempt tlie fire of 6od» the last 
To bow when stricken ; for it ever stands 
Prouder in ruin, a scorched spectacle ! 
Some weight did load my stubborn soul, and 

▼ague. 
Unutterable thoughts did worii within 
Oppressiye, waking pale suspicion there — 
Though unacknowledg'dydreadof endless wrath. 
Abhorred conjectures of eternity 
Confounded my rain reason ; and stem con- 
science, 
Tormenting meddler, smote^ but smote in vain. 
I knew, that I must lose whom most I loy'd. 
Whom most I did adore, and yet abuse — 
First of all precious blessings, sent to bless-^ 
To soften — to reclaim — and point to heaven. 
But purest beings may plead in vain ! I saw 
Her fading eye weep when I did reject 
Indignant the last warning, as she tum'd 
Paler, and sank in death I Other conflict 
I could have scomM-.^innocuous as the sigh 
Breathing upon the red bud, impotent 
To discompose the frailest leaf. Although 
The shout of God in warring judgment spake 
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From cloud to cloud resounding, dreadful more 
Than the last peal which conquers all, — altho' 
Crushing with fierce distraction th' iron clap 
Had bound me oyer in delirious chains — 
I could have braved the smiting infamy. 
And gloried to proclaim my heart unbroken. 
One only stroke could master the hot wrath, 
Sustaining with unhallow'd energy 
A spirit which might be bound, but not des- 
troyed; 
One only stroke I it came, and I was lost 
O what a parting look ! divine in woe. 
More delicate in holiest grief, she seem'd 
To me a sorrowful angel, loth to leave. 
Wearied with weeping, and with watching long 
The reprobate. — Her faithful heart was broken ; 
Not that I loved her not, but undivulg'd 
My heart was strange to hers, and mingled never 
With her fond predilections, womanish. 
Befitting not my. harsher thoughts. I hated 
The humbling discij^e of her discourse. 
No friend had I in heaven, nor interest there ; 
Nor fear'd I foe in hell. I could not yield 
And say I did approve of keen distress. 
F 2 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



62 THB LOST SPIRIT. 

I lov'd it not — for me, adyersity 

Possessed no charms ; nor could I lore my foe ; 

Nor pious, bless the hand that did chastise 

Rebellion most malign ; nor patient brook 

The ancient usages of faith and doctrine. 

The dogmas of unreasonable men. 

Querulous, and proud of legends authoriz'd. 

And tales of deadly sin, and deep repentance. 

Howling with tears of pale hypocrisy 

Before the red cross. Nor could I to heaven 

Lift my approving eye or suppliant hand 

Adoring God for all, imploring still 

That nought of all his works might e'er supplant 

Himself, or alienate my roving heart 

Too snar'd with its idolatrous affection ; 

A miserable man, a misanthrope. 

Cursing and curs'd, a spleenish unbeliever. 

By God rejected, and by mcnrtal shunn'd ; 

Except by her the only living thing 

In human shape that did affect my heart. 

And those sweet prattlers, my poor friendless 

boys— 
Not friendless now in heaven. Communion none 
Held I with man, although in crowds I walk'd. 
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And laagfaMf perhaps with joy » and gaily fought^ 
And did command, and was obey'd^ and mor'd 
Amongst them as a kindred being. None 
Of all the earth I lov'd — the earth alone 
I did adore, and wander'd midst her show 
With maniac reyerence, hailing her dread hosts 
Of woods, and winds, and thunders. 

"What art thou ?" 
I cried,'' What art tlK>u, Earth,? if aught of thee 
Wondrous, and high, and inexplicable. 
By wretched man that loves thee may be learnt 
Besjides that from thy womb at first he comes, 
And to the refiige of thy womb, obscure. 
Weary and chagrined, doth retire at last 
l^y sole religion is the loye of thee. 
Next her the balmiest flower that on thy lap, 
O' Earth, did ever breathe, and wither there 
Odorous in primal bloom, or in decay. 
And thou didist sympathize with kind regret 
Like a fond weeping mother, when on thy knees. 
Cold, thou didst rock to never ending rest 
Her aching head. Thy deep lamenting winds. 
Voluble as the hymning reeds which sing 
F 3 
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Nightly while ancient Tiber* rolb his tide, 
Kiss'd her dead cheeks, blushing with hectic 

streak. 
Or the dim radiance of lingering hope. 
O thou didst shower in very tenderness 
Thy freshest roses, lavish in thy lore. 
Strewing thy scented sprigs in funeral sort 
To beautify in death what erst in life 
Most beautiful of all thy graces sprang ! 
Thou, like some forlorn lover, didst bedew her 
With farewell tears, then cluster thy sweet 

flowers. 
Fragrant and smiling, o'er th' once ruby lips, 
Pale now, and dry, and breathless, shrowding up 
For ever the mild countenance, careful 
To hide from mortal sight, what seem'd a spirit. 
Holy and fair, unwaken'd from deep sleep. 
If spirits rest themselves. White as thy lilies 
Unsullied rising with thy morning births ; 
So pure was she, sunk to her lasting rest 
Sleeping upon thy bosom !" Raving then. 
And shuddering to believe the hated truth. 



See Note 1. 
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Yet awed in presence of the dead, I rais'd 
With chill reluctant heart the moss-blown roses* 
Pouting in simple sorrow as they lay 
To yeil her half clos'd eyes, clouded around 
With leaden aspect, where yet stay*d a tear 
Cold, and unwip*d, the last she eyer shed. 
When, as she bid me look upon the cross. 
Believe, and liye, and meet her in the skies, 
I stood absorb'd and motionless, then shook 
My head in stern denial. Tt broke the chord ! 
Sudden the look of life did haste away, 
Her thin hands held in prayer, with mine be- 
tween! 
Then lifeless sunk, as her bright languid eye 
Still gazing on me, fix'd in icy dimness. 

I spake not then — but my corroded heart 
Burnt with rebellion, while I sto6d aghast. 
Impenitent and unsubdu'd, with arms 
Flung up in anguish to th' affronted heavens. 
Powerful in blasphemy, as though I could 
Obstruct her flight, and bring the parting soul 
Back to its beauteous dust. I thought I rush'd 
(For I fell senseless, biting the hard ground) 
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With daring plunge into the dread abyss 
Beyond die worid and was alone in darkness. 
Desolate as a spirit late dislodg'd 
From earthy uncertain of its doom. I sought 
Her whom I lov'dy but found her not Awfiil 
I ponderM die Uack scene^ till sudden wrath 
Coil'd round me ; fmr I heard die sounds 
Of clamour, and harsh pangs, and fretting woe 
Dolorous and eternal, while some yoice 
Utter'd the appalling sentence, ^* Heaven is 

Lostr 
Lost! Lost! loud echo'dthro' theyaeuous space. 
'Twas not as voices of bewildering storms 
Boiling upon the blast ! It was the voice 
Of God, like thunder from his cloudy throne 
Wrecking unhumbled empires. O it shook 
The vision-gleaming skies, if that was sky 
Hasting, yet still; unseen, yet visible ; 
For all was drear and ravell'd mystery. 
No pale Hght linger'd, and no darkness gloom'd ; 
Nor aught of hue, or form, defin'd, or dim, 
Checquer'd the fearful wilderness, above. 
Around, below ; I watch'd the obscure waste 
Widi searching eye, till on the void, abrupt 
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Rose the faint yestige of some spectacle. 
Like vague conceptions on the whirling brain. 
Or the last glimmer of the fading west 
Mocking the pomp of fiery desolation. 
Stately reveal'd, undubious, then stood forth 
The apparition of the skies ! I saw 
The proud horse trample o*er the troubled vast, 
White as the cloud which flashes into view 
From the dark frown of night, when silent 

lightning 
Kindles the fleecy mountains I Brighter still 
And ominous glow'd the vision. Ruthful war 
Burnt in his eye, like the red signal light 
Bickering thro' the gale, tho' stem, yet calm. 
The white steed rampant fill*d the quaking 

heavens. 
While tempests rolling howl'd beneath his hoof. 
Wide was his warring flight, and iron thunders 
Growl'd in his path, like the dismaying yell 
Of thousand chariots. Him who sat thereon 
The hostile winds obey'd, and hell, and death ; 
For his high hand grasp'd th' all-conquering bow. 
A crown, (I thought the diadem of heaven) 
Was on his lofty brow ; and holier light 
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Than sanctifies the dread archangel, dwelt 
Upon his countenance. That conqueror 
Was no created chieftain. On he came 
To war and victory, for I did hear 
The swell of the wild raying battle-trump, 
Rumour that starife and conquest were abroad 
In the high vault. Then did the banner'd signs 
Lash the tremendous gloom, like scourging fires 
On the black front of chaos. I knew the Bider ! 
Him, whom I had denied, my soul still hated. 
Unus'd to love, where it had never hop'd ; 
Where it had never fear'd, unus'd to crouch; 
Yet soon to feat and crouch — ungracious lesson 
Learnt, but too late to profit by his scourge — 
Experience sad that He, whose power to save 
My most malignant mockery had been. 
Would turn that power to blast an infidel ; 
For as I shook my arm with fiendbh menace. 
Rancorous, and strong with immortality, 
(Like some dark Titan shade, unquaU'd^ yet 

hopeless. 
Daring proud deed, although in onset cast 
Down from th' aspiring eminence,) forth came 
His wrath, and as he look'd, I withering, sank 
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To the deep surging fires of hideous Tophet, 
Damn'd, and undone ! 

But that was a mad sle^p 
Distemper'dy warping as with wondrous dream 
Such sad obliquity^ of woe to come. 
I woke from the distorting trance, and cursM 
The weakness of my nature, and did smile. 
Yet with stem brow, that mind — ^the mighty 

mind 
Should cease to be itself, and shrink away 
From its abstruse creations conjur'd up 
By the omnipotence of thought ; if dark 
And restless, they but moVd as shadows l>lack 
iffoye at the will of him who walks in light — 
Best proof of light, refulgent more by contrast 
What tho* in gloom the scarPd imagmings. 
Rise like dark beings to vex in lonely grief 
Him who did never curb. with discipline 
Their operations, but did venturous sport 
Witii all the far extremes of strong conception 
Glowing or gloomy, airy or profound, 
Pleas'd if but new, — 'twas but a petty treason 
'Oainst the supremacy that gave them leave 
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To be, and doth deride their moody play. 
I shook them from me, and did seek respite 
In tenderest occ upation and last rite 
Perform'd, not with submission to the will 
Of Him who rules our solemn destinies ; 
But wan with impious sorrow, as alone 
Where her cold frame, so sanctified by death, 
Hallow'd the shade, with wildest inspiration 
I did inyoke the earth to be her friend. 

'^ By all the agony of these hot tears — 
By all the phrensy of my constant love, 
O silent Patroness, dread Earth, receive 
To mingle with thy purest mould, thb dust. 
If aught so lovely of ethereal seeming 
Can perish with thy perishable things. 
O Earthy receive her ! Let thy simplest turf 
Of pensive green for ever flourishing 
Say to the pilgrim, * Here she leans her head ; 
While other sanctities with shadowing wings. 
As the moon eyes them with her pearly beam. 
Bend o'er the spot at midnight hour, and watch 
Her chilling sleep ; or, if such prayer avail not — 
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If no kind spirit of heaven hath business here 
^ Sad in such secret place, singing with yoice 
As some have heard descanting on the winds. 
More blest than mortal harp or whispering reed 
Hushing the dead, — then let thy solemn fays 
Blow their bemoaning trumps with spell, and 

dance, 
And thrilling ravishment of sound, not heard 
But near the precincts of eternity. 
The grave ; for there by night, officious. 
In choral band they pipe the wailing dirge 
Sweet and unutterable, till dewy tears 
Glisten upon the wet flowers. Bend thee down 
Close to the cold sod ! Hark ! for thou shalt 

hear! 
Where beauty sleeps, charming to sweeter rest 
The tenant of the grave, there is a note 
Prolonged and melancholy, yet so soft 
That he who hears must still his bounding heart 
To catch the throbbing strain of the calm hymn, 
Heavenlier than that mysterious melody 
Forever oozing through thy fissur'd rocks. 
Old Oroonoko,* where thy mad floods shout 

* See Note 2. 
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RespoQsiye to the subterranean noise 
Thunderous, of organ, like some grand psalm 
Of giant spirits in their halls below 
Chanting to soothe Aeir durance. 

'* Roll, ye orbs. 
And bring your frequent seasons, various all. 
Welcome their vast mutations, changing stiH, 
Yet eyer regular. Let softening Spring 
Breathe o'er her fields, and loose the southern 

gales 
To wake her earliest bloom, whether in shade, 
Or on the sunbright bank, or rocking high 
On the wind-roaring trees, pure as the blue 
Serene on which they smile ; — Let Summer raise 
Her ripening glories, and with fervid beam 
Imprint her deep stains on bet thousand bhrths 
Ornate with glancing gold, or vermiel lurking 
With light streaks o'er each luscious fruit and 

flower. 
Fervent, and charming as her evening clouds ; — 
Let Autumn recompense the willing earth 
With her maturest blessings, clothing still 
Her mountain forest with her mellow hues 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THB LOST SPIRIT. 03 

Sorrel and red, pouring her sparkling streams 
Of ruby vintage from her hills, clustered. 
And echoing with glad song; — Let the dread 

reign 
Of Winter, sprent with hoary frost, advance. 
Retire, and come again while time shall last. 
Biting and stem where arctic regions stretch 
Their boundless snows, and pile the polar Alps 
White and stupendous, whereon silent Death, 
Immoveable and icy, sits enthron'd; 
Or unaustere, where his more clement skies 
Spare with benignant look the classic land. 
The garden of the earth, and calls his flowers. 
Fearful of blight or blast, to cheer his stay. 
Roll on, ye seasons, hasten to your goal I 
Wind up your saddest scenes, if ye must stop 
At last, as women say, and all your wheels. 
Orb upon orb, tumble in mighty ruin : — 
Reckless of all that can transpire I stand. 
For time hath done his worst, and my fierce heart 
Bums that it hath been robb'd, untimely robb'd 
Of all it e'er could love, of all that ever 
Lov'd in return a heart so lorn and withered. 
Farewell, sweet Hebe ! O enough ! I lov'd ! 
G 2 
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Farewell/ for ever ! if thy principles 

Were those of truth eternal^ as they seein'd. 

So simple did they shine in thee, enforced 

With such persuasive eloquence, and just 

Comportment of thy spotless, humhle life. 

And the firm dignity which was about thee 

Gladdening the hour of death. Farewell for ever ! 

Dread truth must separate our destinies ! 

Thy creed cannot be mine ! O wert thou wrong 

In thy divinity, that I might meet 

Thee in some field Elysian, shade with shade 

Living in spiritual essence ; or that I, 

If thou art right, could but believe thee so. 

That penitential tears might ever wash, 

Tho' not obliterate my crime, too black. 

Too deep for tears, but those the Son of God 

Did weep for man, as thy fond doctrine taught.** 

But that was childish, and— I let her go. — 

Now, mortal, hear ! I felt my spirit sink. 
And knew that I was cursed. Deep despair 
Lock'd my hard heart in treble iron. Forth 
I rush'd into the world, and vainly sought 
In dim forgetfulness to lose my woe. 
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The hypocrite I play'd» and did assume 
The curling smile as I look'd down on man. 
And wrapp'd the fell corrosion in my heart 
Bidding stern fate defiance. Hurrying on, 
(For the monotony of life was death,) 
I did resolve great enterprize. Twould ease. 
Though not remoye, the wound that fester'd ever. 
I could not he more lost. The fiercest storm 
Had been endur 'd. My demon soul was stricken , 
And knew its worst, nor could it venture aught 
In risk more precious than itself. The world. 
Like a seducing harlot, did present 
Her speciou? show of vanities, tempting 
Me, whom she could not ii\jure with her gold, 
And regal state, and empire — ^baubles all 
Below the veriest scorn of man, yet trifles 
Which might amuse from weighty thought, and 

thrall 
' Of bleeding conscience. Come, thou fleeting 

shade! 
Thou most imposing dream, baseless as fair ! 
Though I do hold thee all contemptible. 
And covet not the garnish of thy smile, 
G 3 
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Nor love the power which with the crown doth 

dwell. 
And can but hate the golden glare of courts. 
And venal patronage, and crouching praise ; 
Yet I do plunge upon thy promises. 
And plough the seas of thy deceitfulness ; 
Like the ferocious Corsair, fearing nought 
In this world or the next, so the high winds 
Do blow away all leisure for his thoughts. 
I seek the name of fortune with proud mind. 
Unconquerable where it cannot lose, 
And where it may not win still undismayed. 
To lose or win alike to that sear'd soul. 
Which strange adversity can never sink 
To more intolerable wretchedness ; 
Which full prosperity can never raise 
To the lost height of innocence and peace. 
Come then, thou mighty bauble ! Fill my soul — 
If thou canst fill a hell all bottomless ! 
I court thy favour; my desire doth swell 
Grasping with sternest purpose that bright thing. 
The envy of the world, which dothxlepress 
With wrinkling care and trouble the sad brow 
That bears it — fittest to be worn where care 
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Nor adds a wrinkle, nor preyents a smile. 
The crown ! that is my purpose ! Not that I 
Did e'er respect it, or shall ever ask 
Respect in wearing it. I have no faith 
In aught that wears a heart — not in myself ! 
Myself not loving, I seek not their loye. 
Nor heed their hatred, hut do rather prize it — 
Keen stimulus to fretful action, stirring 
From supine woe, the horror of repose ; — 
So that this soil of bloodiest treachery 
Suits best the genius of my bad design ; 
This fair, inconstant soil, where scowling men 
Stalk in the light of day to do their deeds 
Of darkness, never can deceive me. No ! 
Tis a dread game that I must play. My babes, 
Those living pledges of my only love. 
May be the winners, and may grace the throne 
Despised by me — may find in this vile world 
Refuge in peace, which I must seek in storms. 

I heard the roar of battle. The shrill voice 
Of the declaiming trumpet rent the skies. 
Fear and commotion trembled thro' the land. 
Pale and dismaying. Terror was abroad. 
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And faction did UDoerve the multitude. 
High spirits were at hand, prepared for deed 
Of unheard prowess, if one higher still 
Would wave his flag, and bind the energies 
Tempestuous beating in a thousand bosoms. 
Daring, 1 seiz'd the humour of the times. 
My flag did scourge the clouds of strife, and fierce 
Warriors of name rush'd on to aid the triumph 
When my proud steel flash'd with indignant ire. 
As I did pmnt to conquest and renown. 
The flute, the dnun, and thunder, rous'd my blood 
To wilder impulse ; aiid I hail'd in war. 
Whether in victory or in sad reverse. 
That quiet which unpardonable crime 
Alone can dare to seek — alone enjoy. 
There was a vigour in my erring nature. 
Most prominent in each dark circumstance 
And era of my pelted pilgrimage ; 
I thought with keenness like the arrowy fire 
Of heaven, and acted as a thunderclap 
Prompt and astounding. On the blood-red field 
Where the dun clouds hung heavily, my crest 
CurPd to the slow wind ; while my snorting 
charger 
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Shook his magnificent mane, and trampled down 
In fiery strength the rider and his horse. 
Horses and riders, shield and hattle-axe, 
Disherell'd banners, and the silenc'd trump. 
Piled in my path, gave me the eminence 
In deathly conflict ; and the popular voice 
Applauded each bold deed, and I was hail'd 
The Prince whom no man lovM, whom all obey'd. 
Then the ill-gotten crown did shed its light, 
A transient glory, on my frowning brow. 

Thou soon shalt hear the sequel. What mine 
arms 
Did win by valorous effort, and emprise 
Of carnage wide and wasting, by foul craft. 
And pious fraud, and cowPd hypocrisy 
Was lost ; and the fair fabric of my hope 
Did vanish like a conjur'd spectacle, 
Dissolving into darkness and despair. 
The visionary schemes of war and empire. 
Distant and glorious; the ungall'd repose 
Which my turmoiling soul did rest upon 
In the distraction of the times and state. 
And deadly feuds, and bottomless intrigue 
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Political; the diadem of power; 

The restless motion of a crowded court ; 

The grandeur of cloud-piercing palaces. 

Deriding the lost heaven that shone above them; 

Rush'd like a blotted dream to ancient night 

My faction was deluded, and my foe 

Wrought then with sanctimonious insult 

My chains and downfall; and the horrid tower. 

As I have told thee, scowling by the course 

Of wailing Arno, open'd her dark door. 

And clos'd on me, and mine — ^my children four ! 

Four lovely fellows, buried there alive, 

For crimes which they had never known ! Then 

he. 
My callous foe, with saintly countenance, 
Old brinded Ruggieri, calm, and muttering 
Most pious prayer, did drive the thundering bolt 
Of the resounding dungeon. Oh ! he wrenched 
Away the dreadful key, and with wild hurl 
Did cast it in the stream, feeling no more 
Than did that polish'd water, as the billows 
Faint circled when it fell — then died away ; 
And the bad world forgat that I did live. 
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Thus hast thou heard my living woe, if well 
Thou didst attend to such recital, hurried, 
Detach'd, and sorrowful. — In dungeon gloom. 
How in the strife of death I agoniz'd, 
I and my children, mortal, I will tell thee. 
If thOu canst bear a spirit's drettd discourse ! 
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TH£ spirit spake— 

O thou heartHiinking man, 
Happy that thou art oot invulnerable ; 
That thou dost breathe a mortal, uncondemn'd. 
With forethought to be prudent, and be safe — 
Able to crouch, and weep-— >to be abased, 
Bowing with simple acquiescence down 
Before the ihunderous throne of Him who can. 
If so he will, beset thee with lus hosts. 
And gird thee with his all-preventing bands ; 
And bend thy proud soul till 'tis thine no more 
To think or act, watched with his jealous love. 
Profit, if thou art wise, by what thou seest 
Of one the haughtiest while hespurn'd the world, 
H 2 
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And, spuni'd by hell itself, the haughtiest here ;— > 
For this continual fire doth not correct 
The wayward soul, nor melt its iron strife. 
Contrition hath no place where punishment 
No salutary discipline intends, 
Scouring to hated virtue. Grace doth not 
Restrain the desperate spirits here abandon'd^ 
And therefore lost ; for this is their great woe. 
To lose the yoke which they would never bear 
But with pale scorn and voice of blasphemy. 
Resenting that controul which could alone 
Save the revolted mind. His prisoner now 
I am, and Justice with her burning rod 
Smites me with biting plagues. I owe him nought 
But curses and the plenitude of hate. 
That his strong arm doth nerve itself to punish, 
Where less of power might have prevented what 
Hating he must oppose, and thus have spai^d 
His might in crushing that which still shall live. 
And hate, the more 'tis crushed; for if his love 
Procured him all the hate which a lost world 
Did press upon him when they nail'd him up, 
A spectacle at which the heavens did weep. 
His hate procures obedience never, never ! . 



,y Google 



TH^ LOST. SPIRIT. 77 

Y.et heU juiit, and JuvUce is my foe !^- 
That foe I still do curse, for the fieree coal, 
I said, doth not refine the dross of feeling, 
But bums the searing stigma deeper still : 
And he who liVd and died with clenched fist 
And heart of dimity to God and man, 
Never can loye ; and that condemning hate 
Abides, the growing principle of hell. 
The fuel never failing of its flames. 
If with my throbbing indignation, when 
His justice ArownM, I could impugn his ways 
As through the world I wander'd ; how in hell — 
Where Justice, the dread minister of power 
In punishment, doth pull eternal thunder 
Down from his throne to overwhelm thedamn'd. 
Nor grace, nor mercy, interfere to help — 
How can I ever hope? how cease to hate ? 
Then pity not, for Pity's self I hate. 
And all her kindly train. Oh ! she doth shun 
These precincts of the lost. "The wretched world 
May smile beneath her countenance, and man 
In all his mortal course doth feel the balm 
Of her sweet charity, with angel hand 
And meekness, pour'd upon his aching wounds. 
H 3 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



78 THB LOST 8PIBIT. 

Th« hutsNboiiBe d<ith lote its wretekednes^ ' 
At her approadi ; tbedungeoo hath a light ' r 
From her benignant eye; yea, he wkospeaka 
To thee, though most malign of all who liy'd, > 
SharM her bedewing tears ; but the accurst 
Ask not thy pity, and tbon maystnot gire. 
If pity might intrude, there might be hope ' '« 
Tfhere Hope hath nerer rested. . If her tear 
Might but bewail the lost — ^the lost might liye> . 
And Justice die. The ills of human life 
Alone, intend the sufferer's good ; but here 
Th' afflictire torment doth intend despair : 
Else were: this scourging rod a mercy still 
Pointing to happiest issue. Mortal, hear 
What yet remains, if on thy listening ear 
Such broken sound of misery doth not fall 
Unwelcome : — not that I desire thy good, . 
Or seek as I narrate to warn the world. 
Detested while I was its denizen, . 
Nor loy'd the more an outcast from its hopes. 
To seek its good or thine, would argue virtue. 
Mine never; biit there is a power unseen 
That wills the dread disclosure, and— I speak. > 
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The mom as usual came with golden light, 
Bat I beheld it not, yet knew 'twas morn ; 
For through the darkness something of the day 
Did shed uncertain twilight, indisUnot, 
Upon my straining sight, and my sweet boys 
Nestling together, whom before I felt 
With my broad tremblinghands, I now could see. 
Yet sleeping, lock'd in fond embrace, though cold 
As the chill tomb their marble resting place. 
Peace was upon their eyelids, and a smile. 
Such as when she who was their nursing angel 
Pressed them unto her swelling bosom, foil 
Of hope that sigh'd, and prayers that breathed 

for them. 
Well might they smile, unconscious of their doom; 
For in wild dream, perchance, abroad they play 
In the full light of heaven, watching the clouds 
Drive on before the vigorous wind of morn ; 
Or pulling the uncultur'd flowers of spring. 
Fragrant and cold, to deck their beating bosoms ; 
Or strolling by the noisy sea, to pick 
The curious weed, and listen to the shell 
Singing its stormy song incessantly. 
As the sweet child doth bend its little ear. 
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]My soul did blast the day that gave then birth, 
That smird insidious on them, to becloud 
With darker change, that I might deeply love, 
And loving th«n hate more the dreadful hand 
Which gave to take;. — ^which bless'd that I, 

might curse. 
And cursing, sink the lower for his gifts. 
To me it seems a horrid nameless vision, 
Indelibly impress'd to fire my hate, . 

And urge to rage the wrath that never rests, . , 
Though wearied with itself. My eldest born 
Was generous as the light of day, and bore 
Upon his brow the calm serenity 
Of Hebe, for he wore her serious grace 
Charming his playful boyhood. After him 
Smird one not less a sweet remembrancer, 
Fresh as the morning rose, with life and thought 
Wrought in his eyes. The next, all delicate 
And tender, was ador'd because so frail. 
So Hke the airy things of glancing dreams ; 
His pleading weaknesses did win my love. 
The last, and most belov'd, because the last. 
Clung round my heart, the dying gift of Hebe I 
O sad bequest ! " Sweet cherub, doom'd to die !" 
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(For thus I howPd again my bitter griefs^) 

*^ To die in these chained arms that cannot help 

thee^ 
With these thy pretty brothers ; for no bread 
Is here to satisfy thee ! O my life ! 
Come to my bleeding heart ! Breathe out thy soul, 
My darling breathe thy last, while sleeping thus, 
And pass away without the pain of dying !'' — 
But the calm child awoke, and while my tears 
Of wrath and love did wash his two pale cheeks, 
I could descry, but faintly through the gloom. 
His features full of innocent unconcern. 
In lovely contrast with his straw-brown locks 
Curling about his alabaster temples. — 
But wherefore do I linger on his looks ? 
They all awoke, and all by turns caress'd 
Me with their fond embraces, fain 'to please. 
If love most undissembled cogld avail 
To sooth one pang of slow-devouring death. 

The sickly artisan of crowded towns. 
When the uncertain world doth frown upon 
His wasting efforts, and adversity 
Invirons him, hath still the kioble day 
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To look upon his wearkd coanteaance 
Cheerifigwith die broad smile of pensive' lieay en , 
Hath still the bliss of freedom^ and may choose 
The melancholy turf where his dull eye 
With its last looks shall see the blessed ciouds. 
And his last gasp, tho' bard, shall breathe at least 
The pure air of the fields : — or if he Uyes 
In all the wretchedness of squalid want, 
The inmate of some attic chamber, where 
His need doth find a refuge cold as death. 
And more than death unkind, yet hope may warm 
His frozen thoughts, and as his palsied hand 
lifts to his mouth the chilling dnuight of water, 
While his parch'd lips do loathe the last dry crust 
Offered by one in misery, and in tears 
For whom he fain would live, his pallid face 
Wears a faint smile, imd the red ashes throw 
Their last expiring light upon the 4;nan 
Who hopes for better days, then sinks to rest 
But on the darkness of that charnel house 
The holy light of hope beam'd not. Dread quiet. 
While my scarce breathing boys did crowd 

about me. 
Gazing with most expressive loveliness, 
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Sat on their uncomplaioing lips, that iong'd 
To speak, but fear'd the utterance of sound, 
^flked and manacled, I sate in mute 
Despair upon the maii>le block like some 
Bad culprit, cold and petrified as ice. 
While my poor fettered things, my charming ones. 
Did press my sturdy knees, and fill my arms. 
Or fasten round my neck, to wipe away 
With their soft golden hair the burning tears 
That fell upon them. 

Now, though immortal, I do fail in speech 
To tell thee all that paas'd of filial love. 
Of deep lament, and unavailing passion 
Intensely mad, as hunger did inflict 
Her gnawing torment, biting with fierce tooth. 
That they did love me was intolerable. 
Edging the keennessof bach pang. First sank 
My frailest one ; yet would he not complain. 
While bending like a broken flower upon 
My bosom, but with heavy fading eyes 
Spake his last innocent words. ** O thou my all 
To help and love me while I live, my father. 
Say wherefore weeping 1 Gaze not sorrowful ! 
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Why ftHtliov pale and wMliered ? Thy coM bosoiA 
Hath cherish'd me, and I have slept — it seemed 
A lorely sleep I Now I will lead thee forth> 
Attd thou thalt see the snnshine pamt the clOQd«» 
And fall like raining gidd upon thy trees. 
Where k thy shiyertng hand? Tis heaven to 

breathe 
In these delicious fields ? Blow, gentle winds ; 
Kiss my hot cheeks ! Ye cold brooks, gurgle on. 
While the white flowers do stoop to love your 

waves. 
Nay, art thou faint and hungry, my sweet parent? 
Then rest thee ! I will pull the briars down. 
And get thee luscious berries ! I will fetch 
Bread — bread for thee !" 

Then his delirious head 
Hung, and he gasp'd away his simple soul. 
His body white as snow my arms did grasp, 
And hold with that dumb feeling which alone 
The parent knows. Now was my haughty mind 
Bent, but not humbled ; and I found myself. 
Either from calm intent, or crazy thought. 
Kneeling as if to pray, with my poor boy's 
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Lean .claspinf arms cold round myaeek, and 

stiff; 
WhUe otbem dying clasp'd, or stiove to clasp 
In Tain. I could not pray. My bursting heart 
Sustained the .scene no longer, as tb^ otied 
And inoam*d> for what they knew I could not 

give. 
And heayen denied. ** I have rejected thee,^ 
So spake my shriveU'd tongue, ** O Thou who art 
'Wherever man doth need thy love, yet not 
In this lone vault, abandon'd more than hell ; 
For here blind Justice hath forestall'd her office, 
As the last sobs of these my dying boys, 
And this most hallow'd corpse do testify ; 
Not that thou canst not reach, if but inclin'd 
To spare (O who would punish for no crime I) 
These guiltless ones, although their sire be 

damn'd. 
Strike ! but not these ! These want thy promis'd 

bread I 
One drop of thy cold water they do need. 
Nor ever did affront thee so to forfeit 
That boon which thou dost not withhold from vice, 
(Vice that derides thee through thy rebel world,) 
I 
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TVhen it so pleases thy preearious bounty. 
Curse if thou wilt, but where thy curse is due ! 
Strike ! but not these ! O nurture them to life ! 
Presenre that being thou gavedstthem unask*d : 
That misery which they ne'er desenr'd, prevent ! 
Thy love f orme I ask not — cannot have! 
Withhold it ever ! — but let not my hate 
For thee, recoil in curses^ all misplac'd. 
If these must die because I am thy foe ! 
But I do trouble thee in rain. Farewell, 
All hope from heaven ! Yea, I did never hope 
But when I parleyed for my beauteous children, 

dastard knees; I scorn the tame request — 

1 proudly do resign them \" 

Then I tum'd. 
And groan'd as I did bend to bathe in tears 
My lambs. — ^Another died that dreadful day, 
TVitli piteous voice scarce heard upon his lips — 
A voice of supplication, for his tongue 
Did falter, and his polish'd forehead burnt 
With aching pain, as he last tried to speak 
The thoughts of his expiring intellect. 
His own sweet hands were filFd with golden hair. 
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Hard clench'd and wet wtdi bloody torn from 

his heady 
While the fierce paroxysm wruBgihis soul 
Away from his emaciated form«— 
Soon died the rest, but how I caiwot tell thee. 
For weakness did unbrace me ; and I knew. 
Only at intervals, that I was bound. 
An outlaw in the uniyerse of God — 
By him cast off; a dark anomaly. 
Avoided by the charities of life, 
Shunn'd too by death itself — abhorc'd by time. 
Strange to eternity — nor in the world. 
Nor out of it. I lingered, howl'd^ and foam'd — 
Smote my hard bosom, as it swell'd and throbb'd 
With torturing disdain •— fix'd my harsh teeth 
Upon my own bare arms, and snarling gnash'd; 
Then loath'd, and yet renew'd the horrid bite. 
Some gleams of hated life swum yet before 
My dying eyes ; but memory dimly scans 
Those lonely insulated horrors, here 
Or there depicted, scarcely recogniz'd. 
And felt still less ; like the lost mariner. 
As the dead wave doth roll against the wreck 

That hath supported him midst troubled gulfs, 
I 2 
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Roaring distract, till in dejected death 
Listless he sinks, and yiews with unconcern 
That sight the hasty lightning doth afford, — 
The vast destruction of the storm, nor feels 
The woe of others, nor regards his own. 
They died — I help'd them not Sonie deep im- 
pression, 
Yet undefined, of their pale agony 
Bides on my mind. I thought I felt them clasp 

me 
With their cold limbs, when death did rush and 

shake 
Them with that spasm which man can not endure. 
I thought they call'd me, but the voice did fail — 
The last sad naortal sound that met my ear : — 
It breath'd no longer, and my insane mind 
Seem'd agitated as with drunken dreams, 
When I sunk down, nor knew that I had peePd 
With doggish appetite the scanty flesh 
Of those proud arms, oft lifted to defy 
Him who did never mock at fear of mine — 
For as I lov'd not, so I never fear'd. 
Yet, laugh he might at my calamity. 
And bid his shining ones deride ^ly fall, 
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PoiotiDg in scorn at hiin who bates theifi all. 

Now look on me, nor tremble as I tell 
Of strange appearances which did distress 
My latest moments, ere I spum*d for ever 
The worn-out frame of my mortality. 
I tell thee simple truth — believe, or not 
As suits thee best, and settle if thou canst 
Whether 'twas dream, or conscience, or real 

sight. 
Or the hard stroke of death upon my brain. 
Confounding to the quick, as with a nail 
Hot driy'n and desperate. I will reveal 
To thee those mysteries which oft do dwell 
Upon the failing vision of the hopeless, 
Brought to the dizzy verge of the black gidf, 
Raging in bottomless disturbance ; then 
All pale and fearful, those who live- to mark 
The wringing power of death, which screws Wttfi 

fierce 
Touch, the departing torment to the face 
Sudden depicted, ere that stony calmness 
Creeps o'er the eye, and stills the ebbing br^atK. 
I 3 / 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



90 THfi LOST SPIRIT. 

AjfMe 1 iajT entrane'd. That wm imt life^ . 
And its bewilderiBg uhow, whick then did liae i 
Before me ; though it seem'd so light and real> ! 
Tliat the most fiMmagviOoenee of etotfa 
GMbf'd trtoh Yefreshing green, or azar& hett7idtHH*> 
8hone not more fair. The yellow blossott'd heath i 
Spread out its charming breadth of latdscape/ 

stiU 
And hash'd as are those evenings when the stor^ 
Loveliest of all the tram, doth linger long 
Upon the faded west, while the lone bird 
Poureth her magic song to the light winds ; 
So calm did seem the pageant — then obs4^ure 
And doubtful grew. I thought I saw my boys ' 
Ruddy and strong with heathful life. I caaight 
The transient loveliness of their sweet looks^ 
And saw that they were happy : for the fields > 
Had furnish'd all their garniture of flowers, 
Simple and fresh, to bloom about their brows^ 
Where hung the drooping cups of the white lily. 
Like snoiv-flakes on their ample leaves, en- 

wreath*d 
To crown with purest innocence my children. 
But as I watch'd, and yearn'd with tender love. 
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And faifi w«uld follow as they roodi'd tltfeig/^ 
The beauteous forest path» to seek for them ' . / 
The most sequestered sweets of vidlets > ,}] 

Odorous lurking where the timid soogflter I 

Doth secret lodge her speokled eggsy the oi|]bl ^ 
Did blot tiie golden light of the fsur seeno^ 
And all the tissued imagery hasted ^^ 

Away to darkness, and no more did rise 
To ^leam upon my dying thoughts with form / 
And pictur'd likeness of mortaJity» 
Yet rose far other sight, for on the waste 
Bright edg'd, in prominent display I saw 
Again the groupe of smiling ones, but aot 
As once they look*d. Immortal now they seemH), 
So ^hang'd to pure ethereal, yet 
So like themselves that still 1 call'd them mine, 
Though they were not of earth ; for holiness 
I|;self they seem'd, and holiness prerail'd t •> 

Throughout those vision'd regions, more divine 
Than the impressive splendour of those el6uds - '' 
That wait about the sun at his departure, 
Impregn'd with all his gold, and a2|ire green ; 
Or purple stretch'd to distance infinite, ' 

Lost in the farthest heavens ; or piPd ubov^ 
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Like fiery skirted cliffs of pearly glance 
Hovering in awful stillness^ while below 
The seeming wave doth sleep in silver lines 
A spotless sea; or cast in raining flakes 
Upon the wide expanse of tranquil sky. 
Scattered like thousand islands floating there. 
I then beheld with awe those whom I cherish'd 
Once in my bosom, cherubs now at large 
Where bitterness of deaA doth not intrude 
More than doth he wholov*d them still — by them 
Beiov'd no more, for what in heaven doth love 
Whom God in righteousness must hate 1 Not 

she — 
That mild, forbearing, ever-pleading angel^ 
BowM down with my perversities on earth. 
Yet loving while she died —yea love itself 
Did break her heart — I name her not again — 
Not she can love whom once she bless d with 

love,* 
Nor weep one tear in my eternal loss. 
Though, to prevent it, thousands fell in vain. 
T))en shook the fancied heavens, afid grew ob- 
scure; 
Or else 'twas my disease, but all receded. 
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The shining revelation was extinct ; 

Nor can uncertain memory trace those wrecks 

Of the sad picture, which did seem to float 

Upon a sea unmanageable, dark/ 

And all confounded as were then my thoughts. 

Yet death came not, but mind and conscience 

wrought 
Their various operations — sane or insane, 
Thou shalt determine, mortal ; hear my tale I 

On some dark broken cloud, detach'd from 
earth 
And time, I thought I found myself, prostrate. 
With deep deploring hands which hid my face, 
Wash'd with all tears but those of penitence ; 
While streamed my hoary hair, torn and dishe- 
velled. 
Covering the shame of my pale countenance : 
For I had seen that nameless one — she stood 
With her four lovely boys — mine — mine no 

longer — 
Where heaven again did open on the scroll 
Of blackness, and that form of dignity 
Appear'd in unimaginable rest 
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And glory, far too pure for mortal gaze. 
Ineffable she smil'd, but not on me. 
** O thou immortal ! fairest once on earth ! 
How fair in heaven let thy bright oompeers say. 
Who sang when the creation rose to tempt 
New praises, not unsung by thee though later ; 
If angels do not envy thee that grace 
So like their own while in a sinful world. 
By theirs not now surpassed amid their hosts ; 
Turn not from him the abject one, who loy'd. 
Who was beloy'd — once lov'd, why not forever? 
Lov^d still by thee while death did change thy 

looks? 
O change not thy blest nature ! Or was love 
(Yet more divine while bent to raise a wretch 
Who^ could abuse it while he felt its worth) 
The only virtue stol'n from thee by death ? 
Or if a virtue, doth it lodge alone 
On earth,* companrbn of the frail and lost ? 
Turn, O thou woman ! heaven shall blot thy sin. 
And tears of angels shall wash out thy guilt, 
If one sweet look be sinful — if 'tis wrong 
To love me— me abandon'd. Yet forgive 
Him who was once thy own, and found repose 
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Upon tby heaving bosom, although pierc'd 
By his unkindness whom it rested ever. 
Frown not, and I will haste from thy rebuke, 
Nor ask thy love for whom to sigh were wrong. 
Forgive ! then hell itself shall be less dreadful. 
Whilst thou art not my foe." — I paus'd, and held 
My wither'd hands to hide my face, abash'd 
With shame in presence of snch purity : 
Then upward look'd with solemn earnest eye, 
And thought, but could not tell, a silent tear. 
One silent tear she dropt : — ^but, I saw not 
With certainty ; it was a fleetmg show, 
A gleam, not more, of heaven. The last deep 

gaze 
Intense, beheld her everlasting form. 
Clad only with her perfect holiness. 
Bright in most clear relief; where foliage thick, 
With all the contrast of celestial shade. 
Threw out her elegance to charm the scene 
So exquisite, yet incomplete without 
The presence of such pure benignity. 
Vision too frail ! O heaven itself is frail, 
And vanishing as the wild thoughts of sleep ! , 
There shone untroubled skies, peaceful as those 
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Light prism tints whicli thlou mayst see Impressed 
IJpoB the pearly whorls of sea-sfaelby cast 
Out from the raging main ; what seemM sweet 

flowers 
Profuse of form, and blush, and roseate streak, 
Open'd with never-dying power to please 
The sight, or taste, or smell, weeping their dews 
Fresh and immortal. — But 'twas ranity ! 
The dream, the glance, was but the short sunlight 
Steeping in gold the mocking trees, of branch 
And curling trunkfantastic, wrought with bronze 
Of ashen bark. That sunshine doth not stay, — 
It loiter'd on the ever-hymning streams 
Flowing with silver wave ; it re-illum'd 
With inexpressible display of light 
The tranquil view — then rush'd away to night. 

O was it night or death? for scarce did life 
Yet linger in the old habiliments. 
Ignoble and depressed, of mortal state. 
Not death; for conscience still had her dark 

work 
To finish, and prepare for retribution. 
Not uncondemn'd, him whom her loudest voice 
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Had f^'d to tom^f tlio«(i| dread her nt/i^mtf 

califl 
A^the last scariog clarion. She rose 
A sorceress, with searching fire severe 
In her appalling eye. The truth of God i 
Did move the hand that brandisb'd her keen 

S!Courge> 
And the long past came back again to live 
In fear&l exhibition , when she bade 
The spewed train arise. As traced with fire 
And burning deep, the conjur'd pictures shone 
Imprinted on eternal tablets, never. 
Never to be eras'd : for she could call 
The boding spirits ; but to obliterate 
Such guilty spectacle of bad report 
Her province was not, and her power refus'd. 
Unraveird as in histrionic show 
I saw the faithful drama, and well knew 
My checquer'd life was its dread prototype ; 
Myself the hero, and my final fall 
The long protracted import. There a stripling 
Grew to ripe manhood, spoiFd in younger years 
By vain philosophy, and specious boast 
Of reason, and first principles, and nature 

K 
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Naked and simple, most uonatiffa). 

Nor more unprincipled than reasonless ; 

With mind all warp'd, and morals aU diseased. 

What first was affectation habit fix'd, 

And wrought to character. The youdirfal sceptic 

Became a manly infidel, — what once 

All deem*d eccentric, all at last despis'd ; 

And the young wish to be original 

Betray'd maturer years to obloquy ; 

And obloquy but fix'd a deadlier hate 

Of human things ; for most inhuman foelings 

Absorbed the philosophic misanthrope,- 

Hating his species with most selfish pride — 

Selfish, yet loying not himself, so linked 

With that which he abhorred. fVom youth to 

age 
He was alone in mind, detaeh'd by choice 
From man his brother ; not of better mould. 
Nor better thought, though mightier. He coukL 

soar 
From the kemi gaze of crowds, but his wild flight 
Was not so much above them as erratie ; 
And while he woo'd their praise^ despis'd as 

ckfwns 
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The pleas'd [Hropitioas mullitiide. High wrosght 
To most enthusiastic love of Nature 
Was his tumultuous spirit ; but his faults - 
In what was excellent were obvious more» 
And prominent by contrast He could see 
A thousand charms where other eyes were dull. 
And still was mute where thousand tongues 

would praise 
Him who made Nature. Oh he was not mute — 
He murmur'dy and blasphemed with deep cha- 
grin; 
Yet saw wher'eyer he look'd what fill'd the soul 
With some stupendous thought, but was not 

pleas'd. 
He was an alien from the Grod of all. 
While all without was grandeur, and was loye. 
Waiting to bless with holy satisfaction 
Him who could love the hand that nobly spread 
Such wide magnificence, his froward heart 
Was desolate and seared — no loye was there. 
The cloud that like a burning vesture glow'd 
Upon the evening heavens he could adore, 
But never pierce to other heavens. He saw. 
And never saw unmov'd, the silent moon 
K 2 
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Peer o'er her misty mountains, round and fiery. 
Painting wkli melancholy touch the wide 
Champaflgn of eastern sky ; but was at war 
With him who cloth'd her with her luscious 

light, 
And posh'd her wheeling course. None more 

than he 
Heard with lone rapture the mellifluous note 
Of the nocturnal bird wild on the gale, 
And tremulous; while the pale beam of night 
Shone pensively upon the foliage, 
Russet and chasten'd, of autumnal growth, 
Or sprightlier green of the south-blowing spring. 
When wildernesses clothe themselves anew 
With proud exulting show : yet, none than he 
Pelt less of secret concord, for his soul. 
Tuneless in dereliction, could not praise. — 
At home, as in the fields, he was above 
His kind, and proud to differ where he lovM^ 
As to outdo in hatred all who liv'd : 
For one he loved, — she moved with duteous 

grace 
Ever to minister what woman may 
Of blandishment, and full relying soul. 
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Lov'd ninglilibeirides. Oshe^asiilM Aellglit^ 
Cain in thefsilest' gladness of pure homvm, 
When eve dolb i«lied lier mosi betignant vMf ' 
In transient meekness on some cloud «i6rose, 
Yefc.ch6er'd wilh biightnens act itaoHFii^ avdMiit 
Prodigious and dark, as dies that beam 
Which lent its living influenee ia vai»l , 
Roaming with him, she lov'd hia waning moon 
P^ie in decline, and weepiqg pearly sadianoe 
Mild resting on the solitaiy forms 
Of toweir, pr frantic tree, or barren world : ' 
But not as he, look'd Ab with maniac eye* 
Her mind, susc^tible of ehasten'd raptuce. 
Was never wild. like him she lov'd each buMt 
Original of prospect stretched immense. 
Where the audacious promontory lifts 
A storm lash'd front amid 4h* eternal rofur 
And outrage of the ocean ; or with him 
Would brave the wrath, and scale the windiest 

• height 
Of the repulsive rocks, aud fearless watch 
The Maelstroom's thundering foam .do^wniin th^ 
depths ; Mi 
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Bdovi^ ber steady ieet. Yea she ccMiid look 
Intense upon the contest, as the blasts 
Malicaovs hove the billows which had liirk'd 
In nether darkaeesi till the tenpestwoke 
Their cavera'd sleep, and flung their milky crests 
Abroad in the vex'd sky. There prouder gasta 
Did sweep where winds had never swept, to" 

drire 
The dead waves from their bottoms, and reveal I 
With such molesting fray the nakedness . * 

Of wrecks that lie all still and weltering i 

Wedg'd in the sands, unlighten'd by the sun, 
While secret rage doth wrangle and exuH 
O er the bulg*d sunken vessel. Such she daw. 
And own'd the dread sublime. But her com^ 

munion 
Was with the Lord of storms, whose awful fist- 
Doth hold or hurl them; and she boasted not 
Oi higher nature because more refined. 
Or nobler soul, because she could admire 
Where crowds could only gaze, nor gazing see, 
She lov'd her kind, though midst them as an 
angel ; 
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Nor sconi'^ this world, though waating footltt 
next — ) </ 

Yet patient. tarrying, if dlie in^ht bnt^irM: . Af 
Him whom the tears •# more tbani mortal igriefl 
S^abdu'd not to tepentanoe, still aruQoir'd . i I 
By hers thoagh constant as her .^ithful bvey ' ' 
Nor dried but with the ioe of Death. , For be* ' 
Was stern, and with proud sophism smiPd upon 
Uer creed, with none himself, anless thetotude > 
Imaginings of unbelief were such* // 

To scoff with cold remark was all he could, '* 
When she whom he ador'd would plead ihc^' 
cause ' 

Of Him who bled for scoffers ; but hislieart - 
Was big with malice, and the cross of Clvist 
He trampled down remorseless. Worn and sad. 
He saw her wither, nor withheld bis tear ; '« 
She fled to heaven, he to the busy world, > . » - 
The brand of God was on his countefiance 
Fall'n and obdurate, yet he forc'd a smile. 
The wide world was before him. He had nei*ve, ' 
And robust mind, and hauteur to aspire. 
What could he lose ? Not heaven, lost long 
before : — 
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Nor««rtik; fortiRbBl>beJiftled»MA4owi^ hU \\ 
Could W tto'l6s«. Blood cried' in YBJ^io^vibpi^ 
His impious turboletoce. • He strDdefbis B^cieA^ 
Widi Monty sgkatioDy a«t the peal i, / 

Of brazen fdamouff shook Ibf^lpiatU^jfifEd^;. ,, / 
For he would wear, if b«jl jomoqk^^^ < f * . „ ' 
A crown^ and triumph puak'd him to the.g^^/ 
He hated kiogs, because M kiy'd to^batet , , . » 
He sought their glory, but to stain its lxgh% — . f 
He had it^ and was hated ia his turn ; , •. , > 
And hated more^for he had less than ibfeji , i ^ 
That man .could love, or 4hat could keeper cric^^F 
Won as he won it, lost as it was won; r 

For perfidy aad blood wsought deep^ and<ri^iQ'4 
Whom it bad rais'd to most ignobkifame^ 

l^eserTC thy patience yet, O listenipg moi:t$d{ 
Conscience thus wrought her harsh remem^ 

braneers, .... 

A mazy show of things that were-roo impress^ 
Seyere but faithfol» of bad circumstance, 
Cae^t out by me to perish in the wrepjc i 

Of vague ojUivion ; now renew'd, ami set 
Tn most oonspicuous aspect to.UmmtmU^ . 
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If the poor mind, distracted then, could feel, 
Yet cleaving to her long lov'd habitation 
Shatter*d in ruin. O she felt but little, 
And cared still less, till sudden, what appeared 
A waste of horrid darkness seem'd on fire, 
And the deep-red combustion did devour 
With hungry flame the frighted wilderness 
Of torn and tumbling heavens, as step by step. 
Up through the mighty universe, Destruction 
Clomb with her burning brand, and flung behind 
Her fleeting ashes. Riding on the ruin 
Appeared the dread precursor of the judgment, 
Ijone herald in the rout of the pale skies 
Demolish'd, as he blew the fearful blast 
That shook the world, and bade the gorging grave 
Give up her dead. Ten thousand thousand heard. 
From the cold vault that watch*d their sleep of 

ages. 
Or from th' unbottom'd sea that rested them 
In her profound obscurity, once lost 
In the black womb of earth, till her last travail 
Disclos'd her thunder-stricken births. Outcast 
They stood, and calm or agoniz'd, beheld 
The desolate flames rush on their yelling wings 
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To battle worse than rumour ever told. 
Palsied, the far-famed work of dominations 
Pil'd midst the turbulence of forlorn Nature, 
Immortal grown with ever-climbing marble 
As flight on flight high-tow'ring the proud 

columns. 
Like giant arms, uplifted with strong nerve 
A hundred domes, brav'd not the shock of time 
And heaven, at war with earth ; but crashing 

down, 
With funeral shriek of million voices, fell. 
I saw, as if in rude tempestuous whirl 
Before the last delirious storm, all things 
Frail and inconstant, worthy of such fate. 
Blown to destruction. Pomp and vanity. 
Solemn or light, religious or profane ; 
Blazing regalia with their ornature. 
Delusive as a childish dream ; the show 
Of Chivalry, bright furbish'd casque and shield ; 
Troops conquer'd rushing with dismay and fear; 
Horses or pale or red, with streaming mane 
And fiery eye, hurl'd in disastrous flight, 
Neighing their monstrous downfall, crush'd for 

ever; 
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Steel-mailed riders thrown with humbled crest, 
Biting the dust, ignoble, slain, and lost ; 
Flags, Taunting once, of bloody scutcheon 

drooping. 
Shamed and disheyeird ; silenc'd yawning 

mouths 
EnormoiM of artillery big with hurt ; 
Drums rent and thunderless, soft bugle-trump, 
And all the spirit^boiling things of war 
Sank in the overthrow. The windy flame 
Scourg'd them to hell, and scowling Death did 

urge, 
With lightning lash brandish'd in his lean fist, 
The last fought battle. Nations howPd in vain. 
The kuigdoms of the world did haste away ; 
But man surviy'd, alone immortal he. 

The judgment hour was come^ Noises unheard 
On earth, more dread than hell did hear when 

first 
Her blasted angels roar'd in angui^, thrown 
By the strong thunder from their loftiest place, 
Utter'd the voice of God. His throne was set 
Upon the burning clouds. Unnumbered spirits 
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Holy and wisg'd, bearing sweet toivp or Iwrp, 
Did bend in prostrate honage wbere be sat. 
Cherub and Seraph with low reterencc tbroiif 'd 
Ineffable, adoring, hovering high 
In golden multitudes, of arch or cresoent 
Sublime retiring in perspective grade. 
Where the benignant powers of heaven did rest 
Of bright appearance, veil'd with awe-stmck 

plume. 
Deep choirs in mazy circles intervolv'd. 
Legion on legion soaring, rapt and mute. 
Waiting with still suspense, sang not, but 

listen*d ; 
All heaven was silent when her earthly hope, 
Man, fall'n from God and unreclaimed, was judgM 
And doom'd, for now the hour of wrath was full. 
On earth rebellious myriads wailing stood. 
Pale and distracted, naked and undone ; 
Shrieking bewilder'd as they smote their breasts 
With horrid terror shivering, singing, weeping, 
While with'thekr faltering voice they howFd him 

just 
In their damnation. On his brow he bore, 
The crown, but not of thorns ; yet the deep scar. 
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Where giish'd the blood that would have washed 

my soul, 
Told who he was. I knew him by the look 
Of his stern eye, nor lifted my wild arms 
In desperate menace, for the trump of doom 
Bray'd the last blast, and ruin shook her flag. 
No place on eurth was left. His thunder roar'd 
The knell of our dismay. The heavens did flee 
Away» and shrivell'd as a warping scroll. 
Earth groan'd aloud with agony of flame ; 
And hell» big with tumultuous entrails, gave 
Dark refuge to the wreck of that last day. 
Growling her hot embowelPd variance 
As the condemn*d fell to her loathed refuge. 
The frantic fire of earth shone on the crew 
While thro* the waste they sped — millions o*er- 

thrown. 
Apostates with their badges of reproach. 
And blasphemy deep sear'd upon their foreheads ; 
FouUhearted hypocrites, and unclean things 
Of nameless turpitude, deform'd and vile ; 
Blood-lapping murderers abominable. 
Still raging in defeat; damn'd clamorous beings, 
Bold once in unhelief, now dumb in flight ; 

L 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



11(1 THE LOST SPlRITr 

A congregated nuisance of unchaste. 
Uncharitable wretchedness, cast off. 
Yet leagu'd 'm routed tumult : human things 
And things unnatural not of earthly sin ; 
False yisaged saints, and Satan with white garb, 
Chain'd in the lightning's ignominious link ; 
Bad wrestling men, and gJAnt fiends united 
With limbj^ aiid shaggy hair, and griping fist. 
And horn, and beastly sting entangled oyer. 
Grappling with dying gladiator's nerve, . 
Mad falling, cramp'd ii) passionate ei^brace, 
Midst cloud, and flame, and undefin'd disordjer. 
Tormenting and toirmented, headlong hurPd 
Abhorr'd in their discomfiture ; — all rush'd 
Inverted tumbling,, grasping, gnashing, ours'd. 
And cursing as they plqng'd to rise no more. 
Then Death with scrannell'd yell intolerable 
Blew his harsh conch, proud in the conquest 

though. 
His last, and sank beneath his own destruction. 

** O Conscience ! injur'd Conscience ! busy 
now 
Not as before to plead^ but to condemn. 
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First thou to warn when reason dawn'd, and last 
To linger with my broken spirit, strong 
In thy severity of judgment, yet 
Not more than faithful when thy province 'twas 
To smite and bid my soul remember mercy. 
Extinct thy friendly office — ceas'd for ever 
The work of thy monition, well accomplished 
Though fruitless all thy strivings, O depart ! — 
But thou mayst not depart. Thy deep rebuke 
Of scorpion lash shall punish, not correct 
Him whom ^unlost thou couldst not lash to 

goodness. 
Now rebel memory doth revolt against me. 
And hoards thy fell impressions. Unerased 
My woven fate — the t^apestry of truth, 
Where hangs in endless portraiture my life. 
Not in epitpme, but wide and full 
Of guilty circumstance, and horrid thought — 
The shocking apparitions of the past 
Beckoning reproachful, the presentiment 
All shuddering of the future." * Fearful, lorn. 
On the black confines of mortality, 
M here ^e bleak precipice of human things 
Looks down upon the boiling gulph profound 
L2 
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Dismal with everlasting death, I stood 
Aglvast. Behind me died away the noise 
Of life^ but not the clamour of its crimes ; 
Before did yawn untried, eternal depths^- 
An ocean of huge turmoil* if no mercy 
Wait there in angel shape to hold the soul 
Quaking, that yet must venture the dark voyage ; 
How dark, unknown but by the castaway — 
Known to the damn'd, but not by them divulg'd — 
Immortal language hath not power, to tell. 
Deserted on the melancholy. brink, .. 
O'erhangingthe vague pit of boisterous darkness, 
I groan'd farewell, farewell to earth and time, 
Cold, trembling, and repugnant, loth to rush 
Down with no guidance qf complacent spirit. 
Wont to escort the blest through shadowy death, 
And disappoint the winged fiends, prowling 
Malign, to snatch their prey in headlong ruin. 
Dash'd from the roaring verge, giddy and black 
I thought I fell : — but yet protracted life, 
A slumbering spark — a stirring gleam, remained ; 
For some angelic hand stronger than Death 
Delay'd the plunge. With palest, purest light 
One shone in holiness, nor spake, but look'd. 
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When his star glowing plume hid not his face. 
Full of ethereal kindness, blended too 
With most empassion'd feature. Did he know 
Th' infirmities of man, and plead for them 
Like earthly charity ? or was it sorrow 
As of & friend, when in distress he comes 
To comfort and relieve ? O 'twas misthought ! 
Who could with heavenly nature mourn for that 
Which could reject the fellowship of God? 
On the high pinnacle he stood, and pour'd 
From his constellate wings a golden light 
Across the void of gloom, not to reveal 
Some path secure spanning the hollow abyss ; 
But glory shone around, because the light 
Of holiness can not be veil'd, and he 
Was holy, and his presence did illume 
The difficult obscurity of death. 
'< O light that darkens but the more, and damns 
The deeper ! Who art thou, bright messenger ? 
Not from below, for thou art not of darkness ; 
Nor from above, if to compassionate 
Thou com*st, for hell is my last heritage. 
O thou canst not undo what God hath done. 
Nor drag from destiny her stern decree — ■ 
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And 'tis decreed that man^ rejectiiig love. 

Eternal love, must perish. I am he — 

Say who art thou ? Dost mock with seeming love 1 

Speak ! for my soul, dready half infernal^ 

Doth feel uneasy near a spirit like thee !" 

He spake, and Death delay'd his stroke to bear. 

** His whom thou hatest I am, to serve and 
love; 
As holiest service and supreme regard 
To him do well belong from me — ^from Uiee. 
Such service not to yield, and such regard. 
Doth mark a treasonous mind^ and bad intent. 
Intent of perilous combat, and dark (late ; 
O saddest change for love and meek obedience, 
His claim, our privilege, happy only when 
We most can love, and best his will obey. — 
Thine too I was, by gracious deputation. 
To serve and pity, till such service prov'd 
Incompetent to be a benefit ; 
For lengthen'd favour but enhances woe 
Of after condemnation : — angels then 
In pity do resign their charge, hopeless 
By most incessant watchings to reclaim, 
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Unwilling by more mercy to condemn 
The obdurate* O thou ! abandon'd ever ! 
Hear the last words of one who mocks thee not 
With love or seeming love, though once he loy'd 
Thee, and in ministering to thy need. 
Various and constant, felt an angel's pleasure 
T' obey the Highest whom thy hate oppos'd^ 
To serve the lowest whom his love ne'er won, 
Ingrate and harden'd, yet till now my charge ; 
And now not left without such holy pang 
As doth comport with essence pure as ours 
To feel. The Lord, thy God and mine, doth reign. 
As meet, o'er all, for he created all, 
And claimeth all the energy of love 
Supreme in heaven, on earth, his rjght eternal ; 
Disputed never but by sin and hell. 
And through them by vain man — by thee the 

vainest, 
Seduc'd by sin to her confederacy — 
By her prepar'd for hell, thy own deep place. 
I watch'd thy cradle slumbers when a child. 
Naked, and beauteous in thy helplessness, 
Thy wailing cries proclaim'd thy birth, and told 
The world' that more of frailty breatfa'd her air. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



116 THE LOST spiRrr. 

And added to her burden. What of good 

Angels in secret may propound and teach. 

With holiest influence touching the soft mind 

And fair impressions modelling, while yet. 

Susceptible of good, the infant state 

Invites angelic vigils, that was thine 

To guide, to mouldy to rule, if moral suasion 

Aught could accomplish — for to force, exceeds 

Our high commission. When thy reason shone 

With light of promise, and thy growing mind, 

Big with unwonted vigour, seem'd to grasp, 

Vast in conception, all the^boast of knowledge,. 

Nor then, as after, shunn'd the light of truth, 

(That which alone ennobles light of thine,) 

Celestial virtues did rejoice ; for they 

Knew not futurity with her reverse 

From hope to doubt, from promise to abortion.. 

With thee, invisible, in loneliest haunt 

Of thine, I tarried, where thy throbbing souU 

Unschool'd in venerable jargon, lov'd 

The solitary grandeur, nor refus'd 

With youthful awe to laud the hand that gave 

Such vision'd heavenliness to contemplate. 

Such power to see, such breathings to adore. 
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All that enchanted thee of wildest beauty, 

Simple in nature, or sublimely great, 

In field or flower, in cloudy hurricane. 

Or orbs of chasten'd lustre circling pale 

The brow of night, I saw with thee and lov'd — 

Than thee more raptur'd with such imaged show 

Of heaven on earth — on earth so fall'n by sin ; 

For heaven hath luscious forms abd hues, diverse 

And infinite, to ravish with deep bliss 

The dwellers there. Man was first made like 

God; 
Not less Mras earth the image of his heaven, 
Reflecting though with much diminish'd light 
Transcendant scenes, created not above 
Nor here below to beam with unsung glory ; 
IMade for delight all pure and dignified. 
That doth demand for their Original, 
Love which withheld condemns the malecontent 
Without excuse. Spirits unseen do watch 
With hallow'd feeling the slow-waking tinge 
That breaks to blushes on the lavish buds 
Rejoicing in the sun of spring, and tend 
The innocent birth of those cerulean blossoms. 
Out peeping from their foliag'd hiding-place 
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Like sparkling constellations^ joyous first 
To see the light that painted their pde leaves 
Blue^ and impress*d them with their birds'-eye 

smile. 
They hear with more than mortal pleasure, tones 
Charming to them, from the fresh water-brook* 
Alive with silver splash through mnnell'd courses 
Hurrying, and babbling sweetness as it goes. 
Neither by them unheard do spheres above 
Chant in mysterious circle as they wheel 
Their silent dances through the vast profound. 
These not to love, from the most weedy bloom 
Of teeming Nature, to the last red fire 
That lights the dusky verge of the creation. 
Were senseless, yea, were crime. But thou art 

blam'd 
For blindness which chose not to look beyond 
Such mark'd impressions of Divinity ; 
And thou art lost, because the sovereign hand 
That spread them out before thee was despis'd. 
His love insulted, and his throne impugn'd. 
What is the moon to thee, with all her train 
Of argent stars^ and soaring cloudiness. 
Edged with her snowy elegance wide cast 
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About her, if an alien thou from God ? 

The mouthing lunatic can hoot his joy, 

Sad and distracted, as he gloats upon 

Her full face shining : — thou hast done still more, 

For thou wert more insane with thy wild howl 

Cursing the power that made her light, because 

That power thy dark capricious purposes 

Did sometimes thwart to do thee good. Known 

best 
To thee (for angels could not comprehend) 
Thy argument for disaffection grown 
Mature, and fit for emprize of dark hell. 
What of cold system wouldst thou substitute. 
Inactive but to work eternal bane, 
For revelation, which with all thy hate 
Thou never couldst 'despise at heart, although 
Thy throat was full of blasphemy ? Did morals 
Originate thy floutings ? What were thine ? 
Thou their best comment, with thy heart all bad. 
And life still worse 7 Or was the wondrous deed 
(Sad that its greatness wins it disesteem !) 
Of dying love too high for thy proud reason ? 
Proud, not to bow because it cannot fathom ! 
Then He who reigns must reign, but not adorM 
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Because thou art not infinite to know 
What the Omniscient only comprehends I 
Thy principle is folly, which such mind 
As thine, although perverse, would ne'er apply 
To earthly subject ; — else the glorious sun 
Whom, like the dazzled Persian, thou hast 

flatter'd, 
Disrob'd of all his light would cease to be 
A sun, because thou hast not power to know 
His nature, though the while his golden influence 
Flings through creation all her energy. 
Blessing with impulse all that doth revolve 
Around the heavenly flame ;*— the clouds that 

swim 
In endless changes on the winds of dawn. 
Yellowing with amber light ; — or roaring trees 
Deep in the forest, clothing with all colours 
Harmonious ! — or where low in ocean- caves 
Sea flowers do sprout, and blossom, dressing them 
With emerald vest, pinking the crispish corals 
Red, or with bleaching ray fixing pure snow 
About their branches, curling to the beani. 
Dost thou allege the ways of Providence 
Incongruous and unequal ? Canst thou scan 
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At once his plans, and judge where the arch- 
angel 
Is mute and lost ! Must that be wrong and bad 
Which thou, all warp'd with evil, canst not love ! 
No more than that which thou canst oft approve 
Must therefore be approved of heaven. God sees 
Not as thou seest; nor did he ever smite 
And blast, but first thy evil did provoke 
The scourge that smote ; thy good was still his 

aim. 
She, late a fading angel at thy side. 
Was given to thee, that one of all thy race. 
By thee regarded, might obtain access 
To thy secluded mind all unapproach'd 
By other mortals. — She might gain thine ear, 
Perhaps thy heart, while with beseeching voice 
She would appeal to thee, and still assert 
His claims whom thou hast trodden in despite. 
Thou saw'st in her the power of holy faith, 
And patient hope, and love which Nature 

knows not. 
Alone the boon of grace, never denied 
To thy request : — too proud to be in debt 
To God for mercy, thou didst never ask. 
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O thou undone ! She fled to her own heayens, 
And the keen discipline but urg'd thee more 
To hot rebellion. — Had she longer tarried^ 
Neglected mercy would have more augmented 
Thy lasting ignominy ; for thy soul 
Would still have wrought her anguish. God 

did snatch 
From evil, whom thy wretched turbulence 
Had wean'd from earthy and well prepared for 

heaven. 
Her presence^ not improved, her love to thee 
Could ask no longer earthly tarriance with thee. 
Thou mayst repine> but God doth never err. 
The tragedy that darkens o*er thy death 
Hath meaning in it misconstrued by thee, 
Perverse with thy last thought. Thy cherub boys 
Do smile in paradise — but had they liv*d 
With thee, the pobon of thy soul malign 
Had been their bane; or, had they liv'd without 

thee. 
Thy memory infamous had been their hurt, 
Involv'd by thy Jbad life in lasting feuds. 
And courtly vanities at best but fleeting. 
To die as thou art dying, was the will 
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Of retributiye justice; — ^treachery 
Was all thy life, thy glory ; thy renown 
Spotted with blood — nor less thy awful death. 
Thine enemy was but the sword of wrath ; 
He standedi, or he falls by his own deeds : 
But God did wield die sword, and just is he ; 
Nor canst thou aught reply. 

My parting word 
O hear I Hate hath undone thy haughty spirit. 
Hatred of God and naan hath been thy downfall. 
The love which thou hast spit upon, shall save 
Unnumber'd beings ;— thee it cannot save— 
Thy day is past ! O, it shall bless the world, 
And scatter with its holy light the clouds 
Of hellish death ; and hate shall throb no more 
In human hearts, but plung'd to deepest hell 
Add only to her pangs. That love shall be 
On i^arth the bond of broth^hood and peace ; 
And lELe whose crown thy conscience bade thee 

own 
Shall reign where'er the ever vigorous sun 
Doth light to gorgeous green unutterable 
The icebergs piling up their mountain chrystal 
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Like thrones of oDgels ; or» where eastern forests 
Rise in their blazing splendour^ casting down 
Perpetual their rich exuberance 
Of orient fruitage flush'd with pulp, or ripe 
With golden rind. All climates shall adore. 
All worlds but hell shall feel the influence. 
And heaven*s eternal song shall be of love. 
Farewell, I cannot stay. O my poor charge, 
Lost, lost for ever ! Did I fail to help 
Where man such help may have, and angels 

give? 
I go to Him who sent me. He shall judge, * 
And thou shalt justify the vigilance 
That once befriended thee ; — thine, thine no 

more." 

He said, and shrowded with his ample plume 
The light that from his visage yet had beam'd. 
He paus'd — as with regret: — he spread j his 

wings. 
Not with serene stars bright as erst they shone. 
But dark with raven shadows, blotting all ; 
Then sprang to other worlds, and light went 
with him. 

X 
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" Come now, convulsive torment^ crush with 
pangs 
And stifle the ignoble life that wrought 
By villainy and impious thought my death : — 
O what is life ? a vain unwieldy show 
Of wretchedness^ — a foe to me, with blood. 
And hate, and scorn, and mocking blasphemy. 
Pursuing ever, though I break its bonds. 
Hunted to everlasting shades ! I plunge 
To thy black solitudes, enormous hell. 
If thpu canst hide from God ! Doth his dread eye 
Pierce thy tartarean gloom ? Shroud from his 

looks. 
Though with thy bottomless fire, the cast-out 

wretch 
Who seeks the favor of thy refuge !" — Death 
With devilish bowlings trump'd his finished con- 
quest — 
Then push'd me from his gripe, like fulsome orts 
Flung with the refuse of bad worlds to burn, 
A fiery beacon to the universe 
For ever. 

L 3 
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More I may not, can not tell ; 
And thou hast heard enough, thou fearful mortal. 
Go hack, and seek the light of thine own world. 
Nor longer flout its blessings, till thy soul 
Can soar above its frailties, and abhor 
Its vices. 60, yet take a spirit's message : — 
Hell shall rebuke, for heaven extorts her groan 
To startle where the voice of bleeding love 
Moum'd, but all unobey'd. Say to thy brother, 
O there is blood in anger — ^hate is death — 
It doth torment the dead — it damns the living 
To its immortal virulence. Although 
It lurks in human bosoms unconfess'd 
Tis murder still, thrusting its malign looks 
Oft to the discontented eye, and whitens 
With wrath suppress'd the shivering speechless 

lips; 
Or sculks beneath a superficial smile 
Of seeming friendship ; or is heard in words 
Cruel and piercing, of ambiguous meaning. 
Worse than blood-clotted daggers ; or doth vent 
Its pregnant strife in wan suspicious love. 
Of all anomalies the most deform'd 
That burst the womb of sin, to plague the earth 
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With trouble never known in hell. Say, too. 
That the pale Crucified hath oyercome^ 
And Ugolino yells that he is just 
Whom he could not adore; for if he lov'd not 
Poor man, his brother whom he daily saw 
In kindred flesh and sorrowing human nature. 
How could he love the great Unseen , opposM, 
As God must be, to all who cannot love? 
Despise me I yet not think that I am lost 
More sure than he whose supple soul deceiv'd, 
Yields cringiQg adoration most devout 
And heavenly seeming, while dn unclean spirit 
Wrapt in a sable stole, but ill conceals 
Its Stygian birth, and Rnggieri foul 
Labours to be a saint with dark grimace 
And sullen piety disfigur'd. Love 
With him abides not, and the faithless heart 
Loaths the deep truths which the officious lip, 
Untrembling, yet doth utter* O frail one, 
Thou shudderest at a spectre's impious life 
Told out to thee in honest prominence ; 
Though marked, and clear, and palpable, yet not 
More heinous, more maturM for lasting wrath 
Than that retiring crime which doth abjure 
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The light, but plays the fierce assassin close 

in the recesses of the human heart. 

Revelling in blood, and loathsome turpitude, 

Abhorr'd of God above. Though secret hush'd, 

'Tis guilty as the shame of public vice. 

All public in his eye, too pure to pass 

The coward wretch who hopes with cherish'd 

lust 
Obscene, though hid, and hate, more hateful 

foster'd, 
T' illude Omniscience. Mark my blasphemy ! 
What was it but the prominent display 
Of discontent, and murmuring petulance. 
Persisted in by thousands who would cast 
Their stone at me with self complacent pride ? 
Mark but my hate ! What was there worse in 

that 
Than in thy want of love ? Twas honest sin — 
Thine hypocritickl i What were my crimes 
Tho' branded with the scorn of God and man ? 
What were they but results legitimate 
Of principles which thou canst not disown ? — 
And which is greater, cause, or, its effect? 
Blame then, and curse the gnashing cast-away t 
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He heeds thee not, nor asks thy whining pity; 
But tremble for thyself, for thou art man ! 
Back to thy world, and as thou fear*st to perish 
Believe a damned soul ! Have faith in hell ! 
One^ one alone can pluck thee from her fires. 
And he who doth despise him is a spirit 
Rejected, hopeless, lost. Hark ! — Howl, howl 

on? 
I come, foul yelling demons ! O damn'd night ! 
Eternal blackness ! impotent to blot 
From that existence where his judgment clouds 
Rain the salt wrath that burns but to preserve ! 
Tho' not from His quick eye whose rod doth 

punish, 
Yet hide me from the scoffs of taunting man ! 
^Hence, frighted mortal ! take my stinging curse — 
'Tis all I ever gave thy hated world — 
And hell, and Ugolino can no more* 
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NOTES TO THE LOST SPIRIT. 



NOTE I. 

Thy deep lamentiojif winds^ 
Volable as the hymning reeds which sing 
Nightly while anpient Tiber roils his tide, &c. 

"It was a bank of green turf sarronnded by reeds, which on 
the borders of th6 Tiber grow to a prodigious height Three 
stately poplars overhang this bank, which had doabtless been 
raised on the margfai of this celebrated stream by some friend 
of the muses and antiquity. There every thing seems to en- 
courage meditation ; every object revives the sublime recollec- 
tions of history, clothed in the captivatbg illusions of mytho- 
logy. When the reeds are agitated by agentie breeze, they emit 
a variety of sounds, which by blending together produce a 
kind of vague and delicious symphony. These plaintive and 
affecting tones are almost always a succession of perfect thirds, 
and pass alternately from the migor to the minor mode. They 
seem to breathe the lamentations of the fugitive Syrinx, or the 
sorrows expressed on the first flute of which her lover was the 
inventor. These singular effects are attributed to the extra- 
ordmary height and thickness of these reeds ; and when they 
bend and strike against each other, their harmonious vibra- 
tions serve as an accompaniment to the winds, which play 
among the hollow and sonorous stems :— it is an aeriel melody 
as pure as delicious, and of which the JEoWwa harp can alone 
convey an idea. There is no exaggeration in the above des- 
cription." 

MADAME DE GENLIS. 
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NOTE n. 

Heavenlier than that mysterioof melody 
For everjoozing through ttiy fiMiir*<l rocks, 
Old Oroonoko. 

M. Harobolt wat informed by credible witnesses, that snb- 
terraneoas sonnds like those of an organ, are heard towards 
sunrise, by those who sleep npon the granite rocks ont he banks 
of the Oroonoko. He sof^Mises them to arise from the dif> 
ference of temperature between the external air and the air in 
the narrow and deep crevices of the shelves of rocks. Doring 
the day these crevices are heated to 48^ or 50^. The tempe- 
rature of their surfiice was often 39^, when that of the air was 
only 38^. As this difference of temperature will be a max- 
imum about sunrise, the current of the air issuing from the 
crevices, he imagines, will produce sounds which may be 
modified by their impulse against the elastic films of mica that 
may project] into the crevices. The statement has been em- 
ployed to account for the celebrated tones of the statue of 
Memnon. 



J. Haddort', Printer, CattU Street, Fintburp. 
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